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ADVERTISEMENT. 


TT SCOTT 


Mes. ROBINSON 2 infur ns the Pullic, that the 
' very flattering reception the TuxEE Poems, Siaur, , Taz 


Cc AVERN OP Wor, and SoL1TuDE, have met with, induced 
her to include them in the preſent 7 olume, in preference ” printing 
2 ſecond Edition. She likewiſe bers avs to remark, that fame of 
| the OTHER PoE us have appeared in the Oracte, awith the 

Signatures of LavuRa Marta, Onznox, and Joris, fince : 


the 2 Volume was e 
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Stunzas to a Friend who deſired to have my Port trait 


cc Thus, when thy draugbts, O RAFFAELLE! Time invades, 
« And the bold figure from the canvas fades, | 
c A rival band recalls from every part 

ce Some latent grace, and equals art with art; 
C Tranſported we ſurvey the dubious Strife, 

 & While each fair image starts again to life.” 


BROOME. 


— ſ— 


— — 


NO 


MEMORY _ 
SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS, 


4 - * . 


Wien Res16NATION, bending from the sky, 
Steals the fond lingering tear from VIRTE's eye; 
When the keen agonies of GRIET are flown, | 
And Reason triumphs on her tranquil throne ; 

The Musk to Worth and GENIUS tunes her lyre, 

While the chords glisten with celestial fire; 
The Musk, in strains untutor'd, and unsought, 

f Soars on the pinions of enraptur'd Thought; 

. | 5 


2 MONODY TO THE MEMORY o 


— 


While Memory to her eagle eye pourtrays 
The lustrous tablet of a Narrox's PRAIsE ü 
While F AME, exulting, spreads her fost'ring wings, 
And Txu rz spontaneous sweeps the bounding strings! 
Hark ! the full chords in mystic sounds i 
To swell the chorus of the heavenly choir! 
Where, to seraphic harps, ethereal borne, 
The Song of PaTIEXCE bids us cease to mourn; | 
Contemns the tear that gems each kindred eye, 


Calms the quick throb, and checks the frequent Sigh! | 


While, midst the blaze of pure Promethean light, 
The meek- -eye'd cherub bends to mortal sight! FE 
See from her dazzling wing soft essence pour 


5 Heaven s sacred balm for Mis' ry's darkest hour; ; 


| When Fate inexorable deals her blow 

Ober this rude wilderness of human woe, 

Till Vix rv, pointing out the purer mind, | 

| Secures the gem, and leaves the dross behind, 

Claims the bright spirit from its native clod, 

And bears it, spotless, to the sight of Sod ! | 
Yet, REyxoLDs, while the winged minstrels j join : 


In all the melodies of sounds divine, 


| Round thy cold image, on its icy bed, 
Some light illumes the mansion of the dead; 
An unextinguished light, that gilds the gloom, 


Where weeping Gen1vs guards her fav'rite's tomb! 
Brightly it shines, where thy pure ashes sleep, 


And while pale Melancholy hides to weep, | 


SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. — 3 


5 . . 5 ; 2 1 > I" — * 
* . 
; . 


Fame, with her glittering wing, shall fan the fire, x 
To shed new lustre on the Mus#e?s lyre [ 


0, ik the graces of pathetic verse 
Can add one trophy to thy sable hearse; 
If the soft sympathy of Sorrow's strain 
Can, for a moment, soothe the throb of pain; * 
Can check the drop that steals from Mem'ry's eye, 
Or calm Affliction's meek and melting sigh; 
Where i is the Muse? why sleep the tuneful throng, 
While! Bair ain 's RaFarLLE claims the grateful Long! 55 


| Ye iclemn Mourners, who, with footstep slow, 

Prolong'd the sable line of public woe; 
Who, fondly crowding round his plumed bier, 

Gave to his worth th' involuntary tear; 


e 


e children of his School, Who oft have hung 


On the grac'd precepts of his tuneful tongue; 
Who many an hour in mute attention caught 

The vivid lustre of his polish'd thought!“ 
Ve, who have felt, for ye have taste to el, 

The magic influence o'er your senses steal 5 
When eloquently chaste, from Wisdom's Page, 
He drew each model for a rising age! 
Say, is no kind, no grateful tribute due 


To HI u, who twin d immortal wreaths Hor you? 


Vile Sir Joenva RrTnorbe 8 Discourses delivered at the Royal 
e TE on Academy. | 


1 


— —— 


4 MONODY TO THE MEMORY OF | 


Who, from the dawn of youth, to manhood's prime, 5 


Snatch'd hidden beauties from the wings of Time FE 
Who gave new lessons to your wond'ring sight, 


| Drawn from the chaos of oblivious Night; 


Where, chain'd by Ignorance, in Envy*s cave, 
The AR he courted found a chilling grave; 


Where native Genius faded, unadmir'd, 
While Emulation's glorious flame expir'd; 


Till ReyNoLDs, braving Envy's recreant spell, 


Dragg'd the huge monster from her thorny cell; 
Who, ſhrinking from his mild benignant eye, 
Subdued, to Stygian darkness fled—ro p1z H 


Now round the brows of Britiſh Genius 0 


1 he broad effulgent beams of mental day! 1 


= See, native taste the vivid scene imbues 


| Wich the rich lustre of the rainbow? 8 hues! 


See, from each pencil varying beauties rise, 


While the proud canvas glows with mingling ayes: 8 


See, F. ancy gives to every mimic form, 


New power to fascinate, new grace to charm, 
While o'er each finish'd, each attractive part, 
Narukk stands wond' ring at the touch of Ax r. 


O, if Philanthropy can boast the pow'r, 


To sooth Affiction's dark and dreary hour; 
1 Ha, who meekly hunn' d the flatterer's gaze, 


Whose splendid talents shrunk from venal praise; 


SIR FOSHUA REYNOLDS. 


ME 


Who, in Retirement's consecrated bow” rs, 

Strew'd the rough path of life with modest flowers; 

Or with a fost'ring hand, to Genius just, 

Twin'd his own laurel round each youthful bust ; * 

Can bid your grateful bosoms proudly glow 

: With innate praise,—beyond the pomp of woe z 8 
Now, true to native worth, aſſert his claim 

Jo the beſt diadem!“ THE WREATH or Fans ! 


And thou, ConTenTioNn! fiend, of Envy born, 
Hide in some haunt profane thy mien forlorn ; 

| Howl in some flinty cave's impervious gloom, 
Nor break the sacred Silence of the tomb ! 

Go, prey on hearts congenial with thy own, 

Drink their big tears, and mingle 1 in their groan 3 1 


Ba-ate thy mean rage upon some Ideot's breast, 


But let the 1 0 Shade o of e . 


Beneath yon lofty Joe that props the ies, 5 

15 Low on the lap of Earth”? your Patron lies : 
Cold is that hand, that gave the touch divine, 
Which bade the mimic orbs of Reason shine; 

15 Clos'd is that eye, which beam'd with living licht, | 
That gave the mental soul to mortal sight! 
For, by the matchless wonders of his art, 

The outward mien bespoke the hidden heart! 

T aste, feeling, character, his pencil knew, | 


And TruTH acknowledg'd e'en what F ANCY r drew! 


| 


6 MONODY TO THE MFMORY OF 


— 
Lt. es 


So just to nature every part combin'd, 1 
Each feature mark'd the tenour of the ind! 
?Twas his, with varying excellence, to ſhow 
Stern Manhood's dignity, and Beauty's glow! 
To paint the perfect form, the witching face, 
With Gu 1D0's softness, and with TirIAx's grace! 
The dimpled cherub at the mother's breast, 85 
The smile serene, that spoke the parent blest; 5 
The PoE T's vivid thought, that shone divine 
5 Through the rich mazes of each finish'd line! 1 
The Tale that bids the tear of pity flow ; ; 
The frenzied gaze of petrifying woe; 8 
The dying Father, fix'd in horror wild, 
O'er the shrunk image of his famish'd Child. — 


"An! z STAY, MY Mvsz—nor trace the madd ving scene, 

Nor paint the starting eye, the frantic mien: 

Turn from the picture of distracting woes; 

Turn from each charm, that beauty's smile bestows; * 

Go, form a wreath, Time's temples to adorn, 

Bedeck'd with many = roſe, and many a thorn ; 

| Go, bind the Hero's brow with deathless bays; 

Or to calm Friendship chaunt the note of Praise; 5 
Or with a feather, stol'n from F ancy's wing, 

Sweep, with light hand, the gay fantastic string; 

But leave, oh, leave thy fond lamenting song, 

The feeble echo of a wond'ring throng :— 


The Story of Count Ugolino, painted by Sir Joshua Reynolds, 


1 


SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 
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Canst thou with brighter tints adorn the rose, 
Where Nature's vivid bluſh divinely glows ? 

Say, canst thou add one ray to Heav'n's own light; 
Or give to Alpine snows a purer white? 
Canst thou increase the diamond's burning hues, 
Or to the flow'r a richer scent infuse ? | 
Say, canst thou snatch, by Sympathy sublime, 

One kindred bosom from the grasp of TruE? 


An, xo! then bind with cypress boughs thy lyre, 


| Mute be its chords, and quench'd its sacred fire; 
For dimly gleam the Poet” s votive lays, 
*Midst the vast splendours of a NATTOx's PRAISE! 
Yet, blest shall be the Muss, and blest the art, 
That thrills in dulcet murmurs through the heart : 
"That pictures Nature in her fairest form ; 

That bids the torpid soul to rapture warm: 
That soothes the mind, by sorrow's load oppress'd, 
And bends, with force supreme, the tyrant's crest. 
Blest be the mingling tones, whose magic leads 
Through splendid halls—o'er dew- bespangled meads ; 
The clay-built hut, with rapture to explore, 

Or round the diadem's proud gems to soar; 

That quell the force of superstitious rage, 

And shed new lustre o'er the classic page. 

Blest Poetry! whose witching sounds impart 

All that can harmonise, or grace the heart; 

1 thine, with lenient balm, to cure despair; 

To check the throbbings of unpitied care; 


K 3  MONODY TO THE MEMORY OP 


| * * To bind with weeping flow'rs the lover's urn; 5 
10 To bid Ambition's brightest incense burn! 

| i SUCH ARE THY ATTRIBUTES! then tune wy lays, 

= Jo chaunt thy S15TEr Art's coeval praise; 


44 — if i 
— — — 
— — 5 , 


— —ä—— A terns a Oe IEA I 5 


To PAINTING lift the loud extatic song, 


Wake with celestial notes the vapid throng 3 - 
And, as the rap'trous strains exulting rise 
On Truth's white pinions to the op? ning skies, 
Haply, some RarFaELLE's spirit, hov'ring near, ; 
Shall greet the Pæ AN with a grateful tear, 5 
And, proud to share che glories of the lay, 
Shall bear its echoes to the realms of day. 
Taerxe, ReyNoLDs, shalt thou claim the votive line; 


TRERT, smiling , own the artless picture THINE: 
And though thy form lies mould'ring in the tomb, 
ImmorTAL Genivs braves the common doom ; 


Though lost, still honour'd by each feeling heart, 


| | q That shar'd thy converse, or admir'd thy art: 


And though thy voice no more can charm the breast, 
Though thy pure spirit mingles with the blest; 
Thy sainted ashes shall e'en DearTu defy, 


Wl} | For FAME, which Vixrur gives—$HALL NEVER DIE. 


Oh, Britain's darling—Nature's fav'rite child, 
In judgment strong, in manners sweetly mild! 
Could my fond lay one added wreath bestow, 

Long as my heart laments, my strain should flow; , 
But, ah! where'er my wand'ring fancy leads, 
Whether to pine - clad hills, or flow'ry meads; 


2 2822 3 i 2 Wo on * 2 


S JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 0 
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2 — * : 


Whether, at twilight's calm and penſive hour, 
I weep, unseen, in some lone ivy'd bower, 
Or, with high-bounding bosom, haste along, 


To greet the matin lark's melodious song ; 


Whether in tones forlorn, or themes divine, | 
Still shall the strain, the tuneful strain be THINE: 


F or all that Nature yields, *twas thine to trace, 
_ Love's sportive smile, and Wisdom's sober grace, 
Fear, Rage, relentless Vengeance, shrivel'd Care, 
And the worst misery of supreme Despair: 
Then where shall Faxcy turn, or Tx urn aspire, 
To catch new subjects for her mournful lyre? 


Where shall the Mus untrodden paths explore? 


Where find a theme untry'd by THEE before ? 


Vain is her search! thy penetrating skill 
Fashion'd each scene, obedient to thy will; 
And stealing every flow'r, by Nature drest, 


a but the thorn of Woe, ro PIERCE HER BREAST. 


| High ofer the Eastern hill, Day's burning eye 


Darts streams of radiance through the sev'ring sky! 
The upland mead reflects a vivid glow 


On the calm bosom of the vale below : 
Soon flames meridian lustre o'er the scene; 
The out-stretch'd landscape glows with brighter green ; 
Soft silky blossoms, bath'd in ling? ring dews, | 

Ope their sweet breasts, and blush with deeper hues : 


. 


io MONODY TO THE MEMORY, Ee. 
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But when chill Twilight, stealing o'er the West, 
Spreads her grey mantle on Eve's humid breast; 

All Nature mourns ! obtrusive shadows veil 

The tow'ring mountain, and the lowly dale! 

While each meek blossom, scarcely wak'd to birth, ; 
Hides it shrunk head,—and, weeping, fades to earth! _ 


So RevyNoL Ds shone ! the Phoebus of his day, 

While Art and Science own'd his genial ray: 
And since those orbs that shed celestial light, 
Are clos'd and faded in impervious night; ; | 
By the mild precepts of his social hours ; 5 
By the strong magic of his mental powers; ; : 
By his meek diffidence; his modest mien; 
His solid judgment, and his soul serene! 
Oh, Ye! who owe to each the meed of praise, 

Who shar'd the converse of his blameless days; 3 
Who, living, own'd the virtues of his heart, | 
Who marked the rising glories of his art; 

STILL GUARD HIS Fame! and when, to happier Kies, 
Like his ye mourn, each sainted spirit flies! 
May the fond Musk, to Wok H and Genxivs true, 
Wirn RPA Jus rex, FORM A Wakarn FOR rou! 


n 
—— 


' ELEGTAC ODE | 


MEMORY 
MY LAMENTED FATHER, 


— 


Who died in the ſervice of the Empreſs of Ruſſia, December 5, 1786, 


has. 
2 


tt. A. 2 — 


8 


On, SIRE, REVER'D! abor'p!. 
Was it the ruthless tongue of De ara, 
That, whisp'ring to my pensive ear, 
= Pronounc'd the FATAL word; 
That bath'd my cheek with many a tear, 
And stopp'd, awhile, my gasping breath? 
HE Lives NO MORE ! 
Far on a foreign shore, 
e His honour'd dust a laurePd grave receives, 


While his immortal soul in realms celestial lives!“ 


OR! my Lov'p sIRE, FAREWELL! 
Though we are doom'd on earth to meet no more, 


Still Mem'ry lives, and still must adore ! 
7; woke Bos es wa obs 
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1 


And long this throbbing heart shall mourn, 
Though thou, to these sad eyes, wilt ne'er return! | E 
Vet ſhall remembrance d well! Ls 4 


| 
| 


On all thy sorrows through life's stormy sea, 5 5 3 
When Fate's resistless whirlwinds shed 
 Unnumber'd tempests round thy head, 
The varying ills of human destiny! 
Vet, with a soul sublimely brave, 
Didst thou endure the dashing wave; 
Still buffetting the billows rude, 
: 1 8 all the Shafts of woe, undaunted, unsubdued ! 


Through a long life of rugged care, 
Twas THINE to steer a steady course! 
Twas THINE Misfortune's frowns to bear, 
. And stem the wayward torrents force! . : ; 
And as thy persevering mind 5 z 
; The toilsome path of FauRE e 7 
"Twas THINE, amidst 1 its FLow'ss to find, | 1 
The wily SNaxE—INGRATITUDE | 2 
Yet vainly did th' inſidious reptile strive 5 I 


On Tree its poisons dire to fling ; 
Above its reach, thy laurel still shall thrive, 
Vnconacious of the ireach'rous ting! 


e .. MG TT 
Iz Fo, - 08?! r ö 4 * 8 
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"Twas * THINE to toil through length'ning years, 15 * 
Where low! ring night abcorbs t the *pheres ! 5 
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ELEGIAC ODE. * 


O'er icy seas to bend thy way, 

Where frozen GREENLAND rears its head, 

Where dusky vapours shroud the day, 

And wastes of flaky snow, the stagnate Ocean read! 

Twas THINE, amidst the smoke of war, 

To view, unmov'd, grim- fronted Drarn; 

Where Fa rz, enthron'd in sulphur'd Car, 

Shrunk the pale legions with her scorching breath! 
While all around her, bath'd in blood, 

IBERIA” 8 haughty sons, pinng's Ane midst the food! 8 


Now on the wings of 8 5 
Let fond REMEMBRANCE turn, and. turn to mourn 5 1 
Slowly, and sad, her pinions Sweep 

O'er the rough bosom of the boist' rous deep, 85 
To that disastrous, fatal coast, 
Where, on the foaming billows tost, 
IuPERIAL CATHERINE'S navies rode; 
And War's inviting banners wide, 
Wav'd hostile o'er the glitt'ring tide, 
That with exulting conquest glow'd! 
For THERE, Oh Sorrow, check the tear! | 
TERRE, round pxPARTED Valour's bier, | 
The sacred DROPS of KINDRED Virus * sone! 


5 « Captain Darby a at the time of his 4 A ship of war in 
che Russian ! and was buried with in aner univerſally 
Jamented, . | | 8 | | | 


—— a A CAA Ee — 
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| ProwD MonumEenTs OT WorTH ! Whose base 
Faux on her starry hill shall place; 

Tarr to endure, admir'd, sublime! * 

E'en when the mould' ring wing of Time 


Shall scatter EIT winds, Auge a of stone! 


On Dairy Sour! Fb 


Though doom'd this transient orb to leave, 


Thy Dauchrkx' s heart, whose grief no words « can tell, 


Shall, in its throbbing centre, bid THREE live! 


While from its crimson fount shall flow 


5 The silent tear of ling'ring grief; 
The gem sublime that scorns relief, 


Nor vaunting chines, with o ostentatious woe! 5 


0 Though t thou art vanish'd from these eyes, 
: Still from thy sacred dust shall rise 


A WE ATH, that mocks the polish'd grace 


5 Of sculptor'd bust, vr tune ful praise; 9 


While Fame shall weeping point the place 


| Where Valour's dauntless SON decays! 1 


Unseen to cherish MEM'Rx 's Source divine, 


: On! PARENT oF ur Lies, Shall still be mine! : 


And THOU Shalt, from thy blissful state, 
Awhile avert thy raptur'd gaze, 


| To own, that 'midst this wild ring maze, 


The Frau OF. FILIAL Lov Gehies the blast of Favs! 1 : 


* 
1 
93 
1 
5 
1 
x 
:54 
2 2 
5 8 
7» 

1 


- 
4 


TO THE | 


MEMORY 


OF 


MY BELOVED BROTHER, 


Who died ae, at Lebe, in 8 in the 38th year of his 80, 


December 75 1790. 


Ip *tis the lot of mortal eye to scan, 
In vourn's auspicious dawn, the Mind of Max; 


If from the scions shooting round the tree, 


The speculative sense, the fruit may see; 


Then let Experience own the picture true, | 


Which, in Is MoRN OP LIFE, Hope's pencil drew! 


Which promis'd through this toilsome scene to claim 


The wreath of VIRT UE, Twin'd by ox EST Faws ! 


On! FONDLY LO V' Dp! lamented and admir'd! | 
Still FEELING cherishes what WorTHa inspir'd! 


SurrxIoR WORT R! ! that triumph'd to the last, 
Though SoR ROW weeps, to know that triumph past; 
Still Tx urn delights to trace the pensive line 

On Fawe's bright page, in character divine! 1 


16 O THE MEMORY OF 
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| Round the cold Urn, bedew'd with sacred tears, 
 Unfading still, her votive wreath appears; EE 
Tu shall the angel PIT spread her wing, 
And Taree the Musz or Mrropv shall sing; 
And THERE the CHERUB CHOIR Shall list her lays, 
. And tune cheir Harps, to i iterate his Pals g. 


- On! Consolation sweet! that guides the soul 
| On Hoee's fair bosom, to its destin'd goal! 
That points HEREAFTER to the wand'rer's eye, 
While Far n looks smiling to the promis'd sky, 
Where VirTuE's STAR shall shed its rays sublime, 


| When WorLDs Shall perich, 'midst the Wazcks or True. 


On! could the feeble pow! rs of Mew RY paint 
"THE. living MODEL, or the dying SaixT | 1 
His firm integrity, his feeling breast, 
His MAR LY Form, by all the Gracrs dren! 
The Mvsz Should pour her PEANS | 0? er his tomb, : 
And, with her sparkling tears, bid flowrets bloom ! 5 
= FLowaers the fairest, freshest of their kind. | 
Pure as his SOUL, and PERFECT as his MIND!“ 


When Fa ATE's F arrow, „ wing'd with SUDDEN force, 
Aim'd at his breast, unconscious of remorse; "EE: 

8 While round his knees his smiling I NFANTS hung, 

| And 00mg Love unchain'd each proving tongue: 5 
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While the Fair PARTNER of each social hour 
Read in his eyes the triumphs of her power, 
The fond approving glance, the smile serene, 
That mark'd with Joy the dear pomesTIC scene! 
Oh, Deara! thy mandate had thy Victim known, 
He would have wept THEIR Lor, and not HIS OWN ! ! 
The spotless Sour anticipates the sky, 
While only coward baseness FEARS 10 DIE. 8 


To Symparuy? J unerring feelings true, 
ta him the Child of want a PaTRON knew ; 
No flatt'rer's praise his modest worth requir d, 
By all respected, and by all admir'd! _ 
With meek PHILANTHROPY, untouch'd by art; 
With HONEST PRIDE, Py that dignifies the heart; 5 
With fine affections, warm, yet ever even, : 
He form'd on earth a transitory Heav' n ! 
| No ostentatious verse the Musz shall gives 
No pompous. line to bid his virtues live; 
Superior praise shall decorate HIS Name; 
For Txvrn, untutor'd, GUIDES THE HAND OF Pau! ! 
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SIGHT. 


INSCRIBED TO. 


JO]. TAYLOR, Eg. 


| 0 Tb all wonderful, all glorious Pow'r! 

That through the Sour diffusest light sublime, : 

And bidst it see th' omnipotence of God! 

O Sigur! to man the vivifying lamp, : 

That, darting through the intellectual maze, 
Givs't to each rising thought the living ray! 


As the PROMETHEAN touch awoke THAT 0urce . 


Whose glory warms the PLANETARY world; 
So THE SUPREME illum'd the VISUAL Ons, 


To mark his works, and wonder at his pan r. 


Transcendent gift! but for - the light divine, 
Oh! what a chaos were the mind of Max 

: Compos'd of atoms, exquisitely fine, 

Each moving in a dark obstructed here, 


Forlorn, and undelighted! for to him 


Whose eye ne'er drank the W idely beaming ray, 


What are the wonders of the starry worlds; 
Creation's fair domain, its gems, its hues, 

And all its bright diversity of charms ?. 
What are his taculties, his passions, thoughts 's 
He labours through a w ilderness ohen 5 
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Each or HER sense awaken'd ; wanting still 
Tu ar SENSE DIVINE, which gives to each its charm; 
The earth, to HIM, a solitary speck, 
Fior ever mournful, and for ever drear! 


a ! to know no change; 


Nor light from darkness! nor the human form, 
The image of perfection infinite! 
To fashion various phantoms of the brain, 
By each amus'd, and yet by each deceiv'd! 
To roll the aching eye, alas! in vain, 


And still to find a melancholy blank 


Of years, and months, and days, and ling'ring hours, 

All dark alike, eternally obscure ! 
To such a wretch! whose brightest hour of bis 
Is but the shadow of a waking dream, 

The sleep of DearTH, with all its start'ling fears, 

Would teem with prospects of ELYSTu n! 

For what is (lee, but temporary death ; 

. Sealing up all the windows of the soul, 

5 And binding ev'ry sense in torpid chains ? 


Vet, only for a time the spell controuls, 


And soothing visions gild the transient gloom ; 3 


For every active faculty of mind 
Springs from the numbing apathy of sleep 


With renovated lustre and delight! 
But HE Who knows ONE unenlighten'd void, 
. Ore dreary night, unbless'd with cheerful dreams, 
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: Lives! in the midet of Death; and, when he sleeps, ; 
| Feeds a perpetual solitude of woe, 
Without one ray to diſſipate its gloom. 


Then what to Jia avails the varying year, 
The orient morn, or evening's purple Shade, es 4 
That robes Creation in a garb of rest? I 
WIA all the beauties of the vast expanse, 
The tint cerulean, or the vaulted arch 
Of Heav'n's eternal dome! Can FAN CY paint, | 
With all the vivid magic of her pow'r, „„ 
The spangling legions of the sphery plains; N 
The gaudy-vested SuUmmeER's saffron glow, | 
When proudly gilded by its parent Sun, 

As through the flaming Heav'ns his dazzling c car, 
Burnish'd with sparkling light, sheds liquid gold - 
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Ober seas ethereal ; while the breezes stay 

| To kiss the fainting flow'rs, whose silky heads 
Inclining, fade beneath their with'ring touch? 
Can Faxcy give the rainbow's lustre pure 

I o the cold vacuum of the sightless eye? 
Insensible to colours, space, or form, 
Stumbling and fearful, through a desart shade, 

Max gropes forlorn, and lab'ring like the Mork 

He feels the vivifying glow divine; _ 

But, *midst the blaze of radiance infinite, 

An isolated being, wanders still, 

Sad, unillum'd, disconsolate, and lost! 
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Nor yet alone the misery extreme 


Of the dread gloom opake involves his mind; 
The longing for that s0METHING yet unknown, 
Whose pow'r he feels, diffusing its warm touch 
Ober ev'ry sensate nerve! that Pow. R which marks 


The varying seasons in their varying forms, 


That tells him there is YET a sense untry'd, 
' Ungratified, yet fraught with heavenly bliss, 
Distracts beyond the certitude of pain, 
Chills the expanding source of mental j Joy, 
: : And deadens all the faculties of man! | 


An! woe too exquisite for baman thought! 1 


of mortal miseries, the Dread SUPREME! 
How can the soul its energies. sustain, 
When Rrasox's crystal gates are clos'd i in night, | 
And cold Oblivion hovers o'er the mind! bc 
What are the horrors of the dungeon” 8 gloom, 

| The bolts of steel, or the flint-fretted roof, 

The temporary spells, that shut the wretch | 

From the bland glories of effulgent day E-: 
While Hop comes smiling on the wings of Time, 


And the small crevice in his loathsome cell, 
That promises a glimm'ring stream of light, 
Bids him look forward to the coming joy ! 

What are the self. created, anxious fears, 
That, thronging round the midnight traveller, 

: Give to his raining eye, fantastic forms, ES 


. SIGHT. 
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And fill imagination's boundless scope 
With ſhad'wy hosts, scaring his startled mind; 


While silence, reigns despotic 0-1 the plain; 
Save where the BIRD or SoLITUDE Salutes 
The melancholy hour, and pours, alone, 
Her love-bewailing song; yet Horn beguiles, 
Nor quits him as he «trays, till the wan Moox, , 
Peering i in silv' ry panoply of light, 
Sails placidly sublime through the still Air, 
And scatters round her, imitative day! 
But the unvarying cloud of deepest e 
The blank perpetual of the ſightless orb! 
The mournful CHAOs of the darken'd brain ! 
No Hope can animate, no THOUGHT illume; ; 
ALL 18 eternal solitude profound, 
A dreadful SHADE ; that mocks each other sense, 


And P! unges Reason i in its WORST ABYSS - 


And yet, in SL a mind, 2 whelawd in gloom, 


The fine affections of the Soul still live! ! 
The melancholy void is subject still 


To the sweet magic of seraphic sounds; 


The soothing eloquence of sacred song; 
The whisp'ring gale, that mourns declining day; ; 
Or Philomela's soul-subduing strain, 

That woos lone Echo, from her viewless seat, 
To sail aërial-thron'd upon the breeze! 

The lulling murmurs of the wand'ring stream; 
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The ever rippling rill; the carat fierce ; 


The lowing herds; and the small drowsy tones, 


That, from the inse& myriads, hum around ; 


'The love-taught minstrelsy of plumed throats ; . 


The dulcet strains of gentle Consolation ! ! EY 
But most of all, to THAT Lov'd Voics, whose thrill, 
Rushing impetuous through each throbbing vein, 
Dilates the wond'ring mind, and frees its pow'rs 
From the cold chains of icy apathy, 

To all the vast extremes of bliss and pain! 1 
For, to THAT Vofck Apok' p, his quiv' ring pulse 
Responsive beats! he marks its ev'ry tone, 

And finds in each a sympathetie balm ! 


III-fated wretch! ! ug knows not the sweet tense 
That feeds upon the magic of a smile! 


That drinks the poison of the murd'rous eye, 


Or rushes, in an extacy of bliss, | 
To snatch the living roses from the cheek! 
He knows not what it is to trace each charm, 
That plays about the s: ymmetry of form, 
And heightens ev'ry timid blz5hing grace, 
More lovely, from the wonder it commands! 
He never mark'd the soul-expressive tear | 5 
The undescribable and speaking glarce, 
That promises unutterable bliss! 


Then what to HIM avails the ruby lip, 
Or the rich lustre of the silky waves, 


That half conceal the azure-tinQur'd eye, 


il 44 „ 
AN As golden clouds rush on the morning star, — 


1 e And glow, exulting, o'er its milder ray! 
ii O glorious Sort! sublimest gift of God! 
j Expansive source of intellectual bliss ! 
By thee we climb to Immortality, 


Through all the rugged paths of tedious life ! . 

Tay nerve ſhoots forth a light ineffable, 
That marks the fount of SCIENCE, and reveals 
The many-winding paths of wisdom' s maze ! : 


Co 


Thou canst within thy narrow vortex grasp 
The outstretch'd Ocran, and the Lan DSCAPE vide, 
E | | Diversified with craggy cliffs, whose heads 
1 Hang fearfully sublime, half veil'd in clouds, : 
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i} Ober the low valley's Solitary breast ! i 3 
| Tis thine, upon the mountain's dizzy age: 3 


5 To ponder on the wonders of the Sxy ! 


S 


Or bending o'er the margin, trace below, 
The world of mingling atoms, less'ning still 

As the dread cavity grows more profound; 
Till woods, and lakes, and Scatter'd villages, 
And stately palaces, and lofty spires, 3 
Fade in the deep impenetrable loom! 2 


= 5 


Tuo canst avert the storm that gathers round, 1 
And bids thee seek the hospitable roof 3 
Where meek PHILanTH ROPY unfolds her store! 

Tris THINE to contemplate the gorgeous Sux 
In all! its muy of uring. light, - 
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Flaming, despotic, o'er unnumber'd WoRL vs ! 


Tis THINE to mark the snowy-vested plains, 
That, like the glitt' ring stores of Avarice, 


Dazzle and chill the wretched wand'rer” s soul! ! 


Or *midst the wreck of Nature, still secure, 


Gaze, where the black'ning tempest, bursting round, 


Tears the young branches from the parent trunk, 
And trips the forest of its loftiest pride! 


And yer! so wonderfully form'd to meet 


The cutting blast, the winged light'ning's glare, 
The painful radiance of the scorching Sun; | 
To watch the midnight taper's glimm'ring flame 
O'er the long studious page, or pore intent . 
Upon the fine- wrought mysteries that lurk 
In art mechanical! to trace the stars 
Through all their devious labyrinths of air; 
To plunge amidst the foamings of the deep; 
2 Or pour the copious torrents from that pring 


By pity cherish'd in the human breast! 
Yer so alive is ev'ry wond'rous part, 
In each complete, in ALL PRE-EMIN ENT! 


So exquisitely delicate each nerve, 


So subject to destruction and to pain, 


That the minutest particle of dust, 


Almost invisible to that it meets, 


Obstructs its pow'rs, and o'er the visual ray 
Rolls a huge mass of aGontzING SHADE 


0» 


Such are the horrors, such the pangs acute, 
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That shroud the DARK END EYE, whose mortal sense, 
Consign'd to one unbless'd and mournful night, 
Can by zTERNAL Dar alone be cur'd! 

Where the dim shade shall vanish from its 5 beams, 
And bathing i in a sea of endless light, 
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The renovated Ors, awoke from DeaTH 5 
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Shall snatch its rays PRO IMMORTALITY! 
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THE MANIAC. 


Ant ! WHAT ART THOU, whose eye- balls roll 
Like Herald: of the wand'ring soul, 


While down thy cheek the scalding rs, flow 2 


Why does that agonizing shriek 
The mind's unpitied anguish speak !— 


0 tell me, THING ' FORLORN | and let 7 me e hare thy woe. 


8 e e rend thy matted hair, 5 


And beat thy burning bosom bare? 


Why i is thy lip so parch'd ? thy groan so deep ? 


Why dost thou fly from cheerful light, 
And seek in caverns, mid-day night, 


And cherish k thoughts untold, and banish gentle deep! 1 


Why dost thou from thy ncanty bed - 

Tear the rude Straw to crown thy head, 
And nod with ghastly smile, and wildly sing; 

While down thy pale distorted face, 

The crystal drops each other chase, 


As though thy brain 1 were drown'd in of ETERNAL | 


| SprING?. 


1 THE MANIAC. 


Why dost thou climb yon craggy steep, | 
That frowns upon the clam'rous deep, 


And howl, responsive to the waves below? 


Or on the margin of the rock, 
Thy Sov'kxEIGN Org exulting mock, 
And waste the Oy * in * to and fro ? 


Why dost thou strip the Rirest bow'rs, 
To dress thy scowling brow with flow'rs, : 


And fling thy tatter'd garment to the wind] 25 


Why madly dart from cave to cave, 


New laugh and sing, then weep and rave, 5 


And round thy naked limbs . fragments bind ? ? 


Why dost thou drink the midnight dew, 
Slow trickling from the baneful Yew, 


Stretch'd on a pallet of sepulchral stone; 3 


Resists, with dauntless pride, ALL MisERIES BUT ons! 


While, in her solitary tow'r, 
The Minstrel of the witching hour 
Sits s half congeat d with fear, to hear ar thy demal moan ? 


T hy form upon the cold earth cast, N 


Now grown familiar with the blast, 


Defies the biting FrosT and scorching Sun ; 


ALL SEASONS are alike to THEE; 
Thy sense, unchain'd by Destiny, 
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THE MANIAC. 6 


Fix not thy steadfast gaze on me, 

SHRUNK ATOM of MorTaLirTy ! 

Nor freeze my blood with thy distracted groan ; 
Ah! quickly turn those eyes away, _ 
They fill my soul with dire dismay ! 


For dead and dark they seem, and almost child to S rox! 


Vet, if thy precious senses stray, 
Where REasox scorns to lend a ray, 
Or if DesPAIR SUPREME usurps her throne, 
Oh! let me all thy sorrows know] 
With THINE my mingling tear shall flow, 
And I will share thy pangs, and make thy griefs my ow. 


Hath Love unlocked my feeling bronze: 
And stol'n from thence the balm of rest? 
Then far away, on purple pinions borne, 0 
Left only keen regret. behind, 
To tear with poison'd fangs thy mind, 
While barb'rous Mem'ry lives, and bids thee HOPELESS 


MOURN ? 


Does P AN C Y, tO thy straining arms, 
Give the false NymPH in all her charms, : 
And with her airy voice beguile thee 50, 
That Sorrow zeems to pass away, 
Pill the blithe harbinger of day 
An akes thee from thy dream, and Yields thee back t to woe? 


ond n 


0% du MANIC. © 


Say, have the bonds of FrlEnDSHIP fail'd, 
Or jzaLovs pangs thy mind assail' dj; 
While black INGRATITUDE, with ranc 'rous tooth, 
Pierc'd the fine fibres of thy heart, 

And fest'ring every sensate part, 


ks with 2 breath, the crimson n glow of youth? 2 


5 Or has stern F ATE, - hd hand, 

Dash'd on some wild untrodden strand, 
bh Thy little Bank, with all thy fortunes fraught ; „ 
While ruov didst watch the stormy night 
Upon some bleak rock's fearful height, 


Till thy 5 nennen Ton our? 


An! | Wirren FORLORN, perchance thy breast, 
By the cold fangs of AVARICE press'd, 

Grew hard and torpid by her touch profane; ; 

Till F AMINE pinch'd thee to the bone, 

And mENTAL torture MADE thee own 


THAT THING THE MOST ACCURS? 'D, who drags her 
ENDLESS. CHalN? | 


Or say, does flush'd AuBTITiox's wing 

Around thy fev' rish temples fling | 
Dire incense, smoking from th' ensanguin'd plain, 
That drain'd from bleeding warriors hearts, 
Swift to thy shatter'd sense imparts 


The W. 1cros' 5 5 Savage joy, chat thrills through ev *. vein ? ? 
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THE MANIAC. 31 


Does not the murky gloom of night 
Give to thy view some murd'rous Spr1ITE, 


Whose POI ONARD gleams along thy cell forlorn; 3 


And when the Sun expands his ray, 
Dost thou not shun the jocund day, 


And mutter curses deep, and hate the ruddy Moan ? 


And YET the Mon x on rosy wing 
Could ONCE tO THEE its raptures bring, 


And Mirth's enliv'ning song delight thine ear! 


While HoPE thine eye-lids could unclose, | 
From the sweet slumbers of repose, 


Pp To TELL THEE Love' 's gay throng of tender joys \ were 


wean! 


Or hast thou stung with poignant smart, 


The OxrHAx's and the Wibow's heart, 


And plung'd them in cold Poverry's abyss ; ; 


While Conscitvxce, 74 BY a VuLTuRE ole, 
To feed upon thy tortur'd soul, 


And tear each BARB? ROUS SENSE * TRANSITORY 


Briss * 


Or hast thou seen some gentle Malp, 
By thy deluding voice betray'd, 


Fade like a flow'r, slow with'ring with remorse? 


And didst thou 1 HEN refuse to save 
Thy Vicriu from an early grave, 


Till at ny feet she lay, a pale and ghastly Coxss ? 


3% HE MANIAC. 


Or! TELL ME, tell me all thy pain; 
Pour to mine ear thy frenzied strain, | 
And I will share thy pangs, and soothe thy woes! 
Poor Maniac! I will dry thy tears, 5 
And bathe thy wounds, and calm thy fears, 
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And with soft PIT 's balm ENCHANT THEE TO RET OSE. 
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ODE 


10 


HUMANITY. 


Written in the month of September, 1792. 


Oersrais G or Heav'x ! from whose bland throne 


Thou bend'st with salutary wing, 


Bearing the olive-branch divine, 


To grace Britannia's lucid zone; 


Where in calm majestic pride N 
Her conqu'ring Navies proudly ride! 
While AzxT and COE RCE smiling join, 


And to the fav'ring skies exulting PAans ring ' 


Oh! bend thy flight from pole to pole; 


With balmy pinions swiftly sweep 
O'er the dark and foamy deep, 


Where the warring billows roll; 


Where, in Shad*'wy vestments clad, 
| | Ghastly VISION 83 pale and sad, 


ODE TO HUMANITY. 


. . 


Rising from their prison wave, 

Seem their destiny to brave; 
Desrixv severe and dire, 

That spurn'd each tender hope away, 


Each social gleam of MorTAL Dar, 


i And gave their dauntless souls to War” 8 INSATIATE lar! 


Now their dismal chorus Sounds _ 
Fen to earth's remotest bounds ! 


« © Beware,” it says, © mankind beware ! * 


„ Sheath the sword of Death, nor wage 5 
« Wax with Heav'n's impending rage; 


cc Nor rouse the furious F i1end, Drsra IR! 


: 5 Already see, by Fare unfurl'd, 
: «His poison'd banner Shades the world; 

Le All around him sad appears, | 

« Stain'd with Gore, or drench'd i in Trans; 3 
« Where'er the MoxsTER bends his eye, 


15 Beneath the fatal glance DEVOTED MILLIONS DIE,” 


O BLEsT Houten 'tis thine 

To shed consoling balm divine 

O'er the groaning race beneath; 

And when fell SLAVGHTER lifts her wreath, 
Let the LavREL bough appear, 
Gem'd with Pirv's holy tear; 


Let it moisten every bud, 


Glowing, hot with human blood ! . 
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ä 


| 


And when no crimson tint remains, 


When no foul blush its lustre stains, 
Bathe with oblivious balm the dread record, 


Grav'd on the page of Faux by GALLIA'S VENGEFUL. 


SWORD! 


"Mark; oh! mark the cad PLAINS, 
Where exulting DiscorD reigns; ; 


Flush'd with rage, her panting breast, 


Her eye with ruthless light'nings stor'd, | 
She waves her never-failing sword, 


With wreaths of wiTH'RING LauREL drest. 


Buy her side, in proud array 


11 stalks, with restless soul; 


Madd'ning VENGEANCE leads the way 3 


| Her GIANT crest disdains controul ; * 


TRIUMPHANTLY She waves N IRON hand, 


While her x RED PINION wee ps the DESOLATED > Laxp! | 


See! beneath her murd'rous wing, 
HOWLING Fa MIN E seems to cling! 
F. eeding on the putrid breeze, 


Her wiTHER'D HEART begins to freeze ! 


With sullen eye she scowls around, 
O'er che barren hostile ground; 
Where once the golden Hax VESH wav'd; 


Where the clust'ring VI NEYARD rose, 


TE 


„„ . 20 HUMANITY. 


— 


By many a 4 otreamet lv, 
Now the PURPLE TorzexT flows! 
She marks the change with curses deep, 


While, o'er the scene forlorn, DISTRACTED Lecrons 


| weep! 


| Where the tow'ring City stands, 
Oxcx a polish'd NaTion's pride, 
See stern DEATH, with rapid stride, | 
Leads on his grisly bands! | 
The InraxrT's shriek, the SIRE'S  degpair, 
| Rend the sulphur-stagnant air! 
Nought illumes the direful Shade, : 
Save the Poicxard? s glitt ring blade; ; 
All along the flinty way, 
See the tepid river Stray, = 
Foaming, redd'ning as it flows, N i 
While ev "OE dome resounds WITH AGONIZING ; Wors 1 


FHaste, Nn ITY! prepare 
| Chains to quell the fiend DesPaiR; 
Round pale VENGEANCE swiftly twine; 

Dis coRD bind 1 in spells divine! 

Now where Famine droops her head, 
| Reason's balmy banquet spread; 8 
W here the blood-stain'd LAUREL DI IES, 

Oh! let the OL1ve bloom, THE Fav'RITE OF THE SKIEs ! 


rr 
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[SEES 


TO THE- 


HARP OF LOUISA. 


II aught « could soothe to peace the wounded breast. 

Or round its throbbing pulses twine; 

If aught could charm despair to rest, = 

SwEET Hare, the wondrous pow! r was thine! 

For, oh! in many a varying strain, , 
Thy magic lull'd the direst pain, 

While from each thought to human ill ally'd, 

"Twas THINE to steal the soul, and bid its fears subside F-: 


O source of joy, for e ever r flown! : 
While yet the tear bedews my cheek, 
Let the fond Mus thy graces peak, 

Thy thrilling chords, thy silver tone, 


That, as the western breezes sweep, 
Soft murm' ring o'er the troubled deep, 
Could calm Affliction's tempest rude, 


Till ev? ry thought w was bliss, ang ev v'ry pang « cubdu'd. 
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Now let the Mus a wreath prepare, 
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A mournful wreath, alas! to bind 
| Thy strings forlorn ; 


The PRIMROSE pale, the LILy fair. 5 
But where shall I a blossom find 
5 Like her I mourn? ; | 
Where seek a Ros xE with native colours rest! 2: 


BY rr Nv * rr. 
TI — : : : 


At beauteous flow'r! 
No more thy charms confess' d nn 
Shall with their sweetness decorate my bow” r; ; 
For vain of? emblem is thy glowing pride, 
Since 0 on Tonne 8 cheek the blusk of BeauTyY dy'd.. 


Sw eet sainted hade! [7 for ever flown 
| To worlds unknown, 8 
; Oh, let! me decorate thy bier 
With many a spotless flow'r! 
The Cyyrzss bath'd with Pity? 's tear 
Shall consecrated incense show 'F 5 
There shall the budding LA uREL bloom, 
The My RTLE too shall grace thy tomb; 
For GExIUs own'd thy attributes divine, 
And Beauty, Short- liv'd boast, sweet Map, was rüixz! 


But who shall of thy gentle manner speak, „ 

The grac'd complacency that deck'd thy mind! 

i The fine affections, tender, warm, yet meek ; | 
Luxuriant taste, with e neee 
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Oh! she was passing coop, and passing Fair! | 
Blest with a soul so exquisitely even; 
A gem so polish'd, so supremely rare; 
So free from folly, and so form'd for Heaven l 
Too pure, too excellent for mortal eyes, | 
She like a vision shone, then vanish'd to the skies! 5 


Dear blushing Rose! 
Lost object of our tender woes ! 
Three ling'ring days,“ thy leaves t to shed, 
The fateful blast howl'd o'er thy drooping head; 
For Time, reluctant to destroy 
80 rich a source of treasur'd j joy, 
Fann'd with his wing the tyrant's breath; 
But, ah! how chilling is the frost of 1 Death Is 
Too weak the conflict to endure, | 
Time saw thee lovely, sweet, and pure, 
In all thy wond'rous charms array'd, 
Shrink from the with'ring storm, and meekly fade! 1 


In NAruRE's variegated bow'r, 
How many pois'nous weeds appear, 
Shedding their desolating pow'r 

On ev'ry gentle blossom near; 


* The ebd. young lady who is lamented here, N December 16, 
1792, god fifteen years, after three days illness. | 
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But oh! how rarely do we find 
Amidst the gay diversity of sweets, 
Where ev'ry charm che faney greets, 
Such faultless attributes combin'd! 


Sure, NATURE form'd THEE, matchless Mad, to show 


How far her pew 'r—her woxD*'ROUS POW'R would go! 


When o'er the world black Midnight steals, 

And ev'ry eye in temporary death 
Exhausted Nature kindly seals; 
When on the confines of the grave no breath 
Assails cold Meditation” s ear, 


F RIENDSHIP Shall os thy urn, and N a alen tear 1 


There Rur r pensive, nd; 
Shall plant around the buds of spring; . 

And INNOCENCE, | in snowy vestment clad, _ 
The dews of Heav'n shall scatter from her wing] $ 
And there shall weeping virgins throng, 

And there ReL1icion's holy song 

In soft vibrations round the shrine shall die, 

Jo emulate on earth the minstrels of the sky! 


Oft when the rosy beams of day 
Shall on the eastern summit glow, 
5 P11 listen to the Larx's shrill lay; 
And as the mellow warblings flow, 
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O HARP FORLORN | il think of thee, and own 


How poor the matin song, how weak the mimic tone! 


Oft, in slow and mournful measure, 
Melting woe thy chords express dj: 
” Oft to blithe extatic pleasure, 
Thrilling strains awoke the breast; Þ 
| If thy gentle mistress smil'd, 
How thy glitt'ring strings would glow! * 
While 3 in transports brightly wild, 
| ee ee flow 1 | 


Then, swifter than the wings of chought, 


The song, with heay? nly pity fraught, 
Would die away in magic tone, 
Sweet as the Rinc-oove's plaintive n moan 3 2 


| Soft as the breeze at closing day, ; 


"Pp hat sighs to quit the parting ray 3 ; 
Or on ethereal pinions borne, 
Upon the perfum'd breath of morn, 
Sails o'er the mountain's golden crest, 
To fan AvroRa's burning breast! 
Yet, envy'd Hazy! no praise was mine; 3 
"Twas by Louis a's pow'r alone, 


: Thy meek, melodious, melting tone, 


Could round the captive senses twine! 
Twas HERs, rebellious passions to controul, 


| While ev'ry chord bespoke the peerless Minstrel's soul! 


e 
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Yet was the Fame that crown'd thy worth 
The wonder of a transient day 33 - 
Nor could it snatch from cold decay 
The beauteous hand that gave it birth; 
For excellence like hers was lent, not giv'n, 
To shew Mortality a glimpse of Heav'n ! 


Sweet blooming flower! 
Scarce seen ere lost, 
Nipp'd by a cruel frost! 
Oh! | what an Act of promis'd joy, 
Rrrrxrrrss Dar R, didst thou destroy 
I one SHORT Hour! 
But who shall dare repine ? . 
Who blame Ou xi POTENCE DIVINE? 
The fine ethereal soul 
sprang from its prison clay, impatient of controul ; 
For this polluted orb too fine, ; „ 
It Pant a the gulph of Fate i in e realms to cine? 


I”, or in this stormy world, 
Perchance by many a tempest hurl'd, 
Ihe gentle SpIRIT had endur'd 

Ils, that only Death had cur'd! 
Or liv'd, no ray of bliss to see, 
A Mir E of treasure, in a troubled Sea ! 
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Yet MRM'x Y, watchful of her Fame, 
Shall guard it with a sacred zeal; 
And oft in mournful numbers claim 
The Pa NG she knew so well to feel . 
For sorrow ne'er assail'd her ear PAT; 
Unanswer'd by a pitying tear; 1 
Her bosom glow'd with Virtue? 8 conscious s flame; ; 
And where she could not Praise, hz rerwd to ; Hlame- x 


Oft by the cunning of her ckilful hand: 
Ar ENTIOx hung enamour'd o'er the stra ain; 
Þ or well she could the soul command,” 
And cheat long-cherish'd Mrs'ry of i its s pain, 5 
Till, by her soothing harmony beguil EE 


Pale MgLancuoly rais d her W eye, and mird! 33 


Lall'd by the sound, 
Ben Mapness could forget to weep, 
And bound in galling chains serenely sleep 
On the bare ground! ; 
F rom the celestial song would Anczs Aly ; 4 
While Exvx, sick'ning with despair, 
Though born the keenest pangs to bear, 
Would, with her shaggy locks, ober- shade her scowl- 
ing eye! 


To tame the savage bosom well she knew! 


What cannot magic Melody subdue? 
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Vet was the Maid unconscious of her way; 
While, far from public scenes remov'd, 
The calm and studious hour she lov'd, 
And through the path of life pursu'd her thornless way; 
Or when adorn'd, with all the pride of praise, 


: She bloom'd a blushing Nos , ont a wr cath of Bays! 2 


on, Ha RP REVER'D! 51 if round each lene ring - 
The deathless wreath of Fame should fondly twine, 
*Tis not for thee th' admiring Muss shall sing, 


But for the tune ful Saint as me thy sounds divine ! 


8 Then rest, in torpid silence rest; 
Mlute be thy chords, and mute the Mer s song; 
1 joins an heavenly throng, 

And chaunts the Pzans of the blest! 

=P here, far remov'd from HUMAN Wor, 


Aube THE CHERUB Corn! HER STRAINS IMMORTAL 


| FLOW! 
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A FRAGMENT, 


| Suppoed to to be written near the Temple, at t Paris, on the. night before the | 


murder of Louis XVI. 


; Now Mivnxic ur spreads her sable vest 
1 With starry rays, light-tissu'd o'er; 
Now from the Desart's thistled breast 
The chilling dews begin to sar; 
The Owr, Shrieks from the tott'ring Tow' K, 
5 Dread awatch- bird of the witching hour 4 / 
| Speares, from their charnel cells, 
Cleave the air with hideous yells ! 
Not a 6L0w-woRM ventures forth 
To gild his little 5peck of earth! 
In wild despair Creation seems to wait, 
While Honor talks abroad, to deal the chafts of r arg! 


To yonder damp and dreary Cave, 

From black OBLIVIOx's silent wave, 
| Borne on Dexelation's wings, 
Draru! his poison'd chalice brings! 


4 FRAGMENT. 


Wide beneath the turbid sky, 
Fierce RERBELLIOx's banners fly! 
Sweeping to her iron den 
The agonizing hearts of men! 
There, in many a ghastly throng, 
Blood-stain'd Myriads glide along, 


While each above his crest a FAULCHION rears, 


Imbu'd with 1 EPID Gore, or henna with 50 AL DING 


Trans! | 


Beneath yon Tow's, (whose grated cell 7 
Entombs the fairest child of earth, 
Avcusr, i in MISERY, as in BIRTH 1» 
The troops of Paxpimonium Py 
: Night and day the Fiends conspire 
To glut their desolating i ire! 
IRE that feeds on human woe; 
That, smiling, deals the RI ER blow; ; 
And as the hopeless Victim dies, . 
Fills with shouts the threat'ning skies; | 
Nor trembles, lest the vengeful light'ning's glare 


Should blast their recreant arms, and SCATTER THEM 


TO AIR! 


Round the deep entrenchments stand 
Bold AmBiTiON” s giant band; 
Beneath, insidious Marie creeps ; J 


And keen RevexcE, that never sleeps ; 3 


4 FRAGMENT. 47 


While dark Sus PIC ION hovers near, 


Stung by the dastard scorpion, Fear ! 
| Reason, shrinking from her gaze, 
Flies the scene in wild amaze; 
While trembling PIT dies to see 
The barb'rous Sons of Ax Ax HE 
Drench their unnatural hands in regal blood, 
: While patriot Virtue sinks beneath the whelming flood! 


TY the petrifying shriek 
Breaks, from yonder TV RRR bleak! 
The lofty Towes returns the sound, 

Echoing through its base profound ! 
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| The rising Moon, with paly light, 
3 | Faintly greets the aching sight 
| With many a gliding CEnTiNnEL, 


Whose Shade would his steps repel! 
Whose soul, convuls'd with conscious woe, 
3 Pants for the Mok NIN 's purple glow; 
EF) Ihe purple glow that cheers his breast, | 
F And gives his startled Mixpa SHORT-LIV'D Hovs oF rei 


c Y 


But when shall MoRx's n light 
The HAPLESS SUFFEREK'S glance 1 invite ? 

When shall the breath of rosy day 
Around the INFANT Vicrims play ? 
When will the vivifying ORB 

The tears of wipow'p Lovz absorb ? 
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See! see! the palpitating breast 
By all the weeping Graces drest, 
Now dumb with grief, now raving wild, 
Bending o'er each with'ring child, 
The ox Lx treasures spar'd by savage ire, 
The fading CONS of their MURDER'D 811 RE ! K 


The 85 RAPH Hor, with transient light, | 
Illumes the dreary shade of night; 
Suspends awhile the frenzy'd shriek, 


The slow-pac'd tear of Suff*rance meek; 


But soon the Demon WRATH appears, : 
Who braves the touch of mortal fears! 
His flaming sword, with hideous glare, 
| Proves the dire signal of Dzsrain! 

Retiring Hor beholds, subdu'd, 

The fatal mandate sign'd with blood, 


W1TH KINDRED BLOOD! On! HORRIBLE AND BASE, 
To stigmatize with chame, 2 LONG, ILLUSTRIOUS Race! 


: Us: Fancy ! e! hy powerful wing; I 


From HELL's polluted confines spring! 


5 Quit, quit the cell where Max Ess lies, 


With wounded breast, and starting eyes! _ 
The Rur RHLESS FI EN Ds have done their worst, 
They triumph in the Deep ACCURS 'D! 5 

See, her veil OnL1ytox throws en 

O'er THE LAST of HUMAN Woss 1 


* 


8 


2 c — 6 
The Royal SrorE, with many a crimson stain, 
Closes from every eye the scene of pain, 
While from afar the Wax Sons dins the ear, 
And drowns the dying groan, + which Ax ELS W EE ro 


H EAR! 


A FRAGMENT. 1 


* Ca ira. 


I The last insult offered to the expiring Monarch ! 


K — 
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INVOCATION, 


2 


= Witten on the Recovery of my Dun beer from Inoculation, and first 


3 with the Signature of 
| OBERON. 


Þ GHTLY on the breath of Mokx, 
| See the shades of twilight borne ; 
See the Sun, in splendour drest, — 
: Lifting high his flaming crest ! 
: EARTH receives him bath'd in tears, 
a Sprinkled from the starry spheres, 
When the chilly pale- fac'd Moon, 
Journey'd to her hal 'wy noon ! 


Hark! a plaintive voice I hear, 
5 Whisp'ring to my pensive ear; 
cc © Oberon,” it seems to say, 
« Gentle FAIRY, haste away; _ 
ce Haste on HrAL TH“ s ambrosial wing, 
« Freshest dews of MoxxIxG bring : : 
cc Balmy breezes, such as spread 
« HeBe's cheek with plowing red! 
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INVOCATION. _ 51 


= 6 Such as in HELVETIA's bow'rs 
4 Gently fan the Aus TRAL show'rs! 


| 4 ce Swift as THouGnrT, dear SPIRIT, fly, 
| Wake to joy my DarLinG's eye! 
z Now with perfumes bathe her breast; 
« Now compose her pangs to rest; 

FE ['s Has E, exert thy magic pow' B 1 

cc Danger lurks 1 in ev ry hour! 1 


C 8 
ee A eee * e eee e 


= From the Tom's ample dome, 
g 'F Axxious Mourner—5 EE, 1 come! 
FI Now behold my filmy vest, Bog 


Gay, with gaudy CowsL1es drest! ; 
Sex, the KinG-cuy's burnish'd bell, 
1 ; Half my dainty brows conceal | ! 

[2 | SEE, my acorn goblet filld _ | 
1 With drops of ETHER, thrice distill'd! F. 
| Wings I've stol'n, of rainbow die, 

[2 out From the vagrant Burrzxrly! 


MyzxrTIE LEAVES my sandals are, 
Ty'd with strings of golden hair 
F lossy streamers fan the wind, 
From the SiLk-worwm's web purloin's} 1-- 
Which the toiling Ixs En wove 
F. or the killing eyes of Love! 
For the Gov, as MorxTaLs know, : 
; Blindly twangs his fatal bow ! 3 
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INVOCATION. 


Ere upon the world below _ . 
EvExINc's crimson blushes Slow; ; 


Fair Maria” s fev'rish lip 


Shall Hyctia' 8 balsam Sip 1 . 


5 Many 3 a BE leaf I bear, 
| Gifted with perfections rare! q 


TD | 

While I top the Beacon's head; } 
While I skim o'er Oct an's bed, 7 

Ere the Sux, with burning eye, N 

O'er the WLkIx's brow shall fly; ; £ 
Or with fiery pinions sweep F 
Proudly down the western step; ; b 
: Or his burnish'd mantle fling | , 

O'er the dauntless EacLE' 5 wing ; ; z 
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Stripp'd from roots of wond'rous pow” r, | 


When at midnight's Silent hour 
On the ZEPHYR'S wings J Sail, 


Sweeping from the PxIuROSE dale 


Deu, that o'er its sickly face 
Sheds a ray of king. grace. 


Nor i in them. ALONE T" fad: 

Charms to heal the wounded mind ; 
From the Poryy J have ta'en 
Mortal's BALM, and mortal's BAN EU 


Juice, that, creeping through the heart, 7 


Deadens ev? "ry sense of smart; 


"INVOCATION. 53 


4 Doom'd to heal, or doom'd to kill; 
= Fraught with good, or fraught with ill. 
 Tais 1 stole, when WiTcurs fell, 


Busy o'er a murd”rous spell, 
4 On the dark and barren plain, 
T | Echo'd back the NIOGHT-OwI's strain! 5 
1 While the winking stars withdrew, 
Shock'd, their horrid rites to view! 


| St, to crown the precious heap, 

Drops, that modest Vi'LETS weep * 
5 When the rosy-bosomꝰ d Mar 
5 | Rushes forth in colours gay; 


Scatt” ring from her perfum'd wing. | 
Al the RIVAL flow'rs of Spring! 
Frow' xs that lift their HAUGHTY heads 

High above their NATIVE beds; 

5 Shading o'er the icy cheek | TD 
N Of the fainting Sx0W-D ROP meek! 


Taps: Shall inkle soothing balm, 
Ev'ry throbbing pulse to calm! 
Round Maria's aching head 
7 Soox the healing drops Pl bed 'Y 
When they reach her languid eye, 
Soo x the rending pang shall ſly; 
From her pale and alter'd face, | 
Ha LTE the sickly hue shall chase EY 


| . INVOCATION. 


1 1 HEALTH, that through the bosom flows, 
I | | And bathes the cheek—a LIVING ROSE! 
| 


Nor, e'en THEN, will I depart 

| | | 5 From the gentle maiden's heart ; 

| | 8 | F ondly vigilant, Pll fly 

| ft | 1 0 O'er the earth, or through the y; 3 

„ N T2 Still with restlsss pinions sweep 
O'er the terrors of the deep; 
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Or with wings of lightning Soar, | 5 
: High as HEAv'x's star-spangl'd floor ! [ 
When the silent Queen of night, 
Deck'd i in silv'ry armour bright, ER | 
; Seated in her shad*wy chair, RE, | 
5 Sails, despotic, through the air! : 
Till the Mox ARCH of the Sk v 
4 i | . Þ Bids the PaLE USURPER fly, 
1 While the wanton SpRIT ES and Favs 


FC i e e 


Vanish from his potent gaze; 
| 4 LL, to cheer the sportive strain, 


: Witching Nic returns again. 


: Ye - ha the 5 oy E 7 Strays 
Through dull life's perplexing maze, 
Watchful OBERO N shall be 


5 Gn or HER Desrixvv! ! 
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As RxasO x, fairest daughter of the skies, 
Explor'd the vale, where motal mis'ry lies ; 

Led on by ForTiTuDe, with eye serene, 
| She mark'd each object of the varying scene; 

In ev'ry maze of busy LI FE she found 

Some hidden s N ARE, some agonizing wouxp; 
For each her hand display'd a precious balm, 
Whose pow'r divine the tortur'd soul could calm; 
Til midway, on a rock of dreadful height, 


The Cave of CURELESS Wor, assail'd her wond'ring sight! 


n Maak d ee ind forlara, 
Heart-wounded MELANCHOLY sat reclin'd! 


The rude blast scatter'd her dishevel'd hair; 


Round her cold brow the deadly N1GHTSHADE twin'd! 


Near, on a craggy point, stood wild DESPAIR, 
Whose pangs supreme all lesser mis'ries scorn |! 
And as the gaunt tormentor, smiling, view'd 
The pensive child of Sorrow, soul subdu'd; 
With taunting mien, she beckon'd from below, 
The fierce, relentless Bax Ds, of DESOLATIN GO Woe! 
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Scorning the perils of the dreadful sweep ; 
Heedless of wounding P HORNS, and threat'ning Drarn! 1 
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Eager to rush the FOREMOST of the train, 


* 


She rranx'p not danger, and she FELT not pain; ; 
With longing eye she view'd the tow'ring height; 
From PEAK to PEAK, quick climbing with delight, 
| She pass'D the raTAL Cave! ! then turning Short, 
Fell headlong from the rock or EV'RY Figny THE 
Sroxr! | 
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Then Horror darted forth, in wild amaze! 
Her hair erect, with pois'nous HEMLOCE bound; 
Her straining eye-balls flashing fires around, 

While NAT uRk trembled at her potent gaze! 
Swift to the dizzy precipice she flew, 

As, aiming with impetuous force to throw. 

Her giant form amidst the gulph below ! 

When, from an 1vy*d nook obscure, PALE F EAR b 

Peep'd forth, slow whisp? ring to her startled ear, 


« Think not the pow'r of Drarn, THY mis'ries will 
SUBDUE!” 
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Then Horrok bent her blood-shot eyes below, 

Where, by a group of Demons compass'd round, = 
Lay Svicipe accurs'D! from many a wound — x 
On his bare bosom, did life's fountain flow!“ 
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Now Same, with cheeks by burning blushes fir'd, 
And skulking CowaRDICE, in haste retir'd ! 
While CoxsciENCE plac'd beneath his fev'rish head 
A pillow dire, with THORNS and NETTLESs spread; 

And GviLT, with all the SCORPIONS of her train, 


Ope'd to his fainting —”_O ETEAxITv OF Pain! = 


Then Luxv wr 4 on couch of down! 


Drawn by her offspring, Fol L and Dis pas, 


Flush'd PLEASURE decking her with ROSEATE crown, 

And bow'd OBEDIENCE, ever prone to please, 
Waiting her nod! languid she seem'd, and pale, 

Restless, and sated with voluptuous fare; 
Beside her pillow, hung with trappings rare, 

Stood trembling PALs v, ready to assail; 

And writhing Acox x, and slow Denz, 
And hood-wink'd Vice : abhor'd, that snux'p THE Exx 
| OF Dax. 


Next, with a solemn, slow, and feeble pace, 

Came silent PoveRTY, in tatter'd vest! _ 

The frequent tears, that glisten'd on her breast, 
Had fretted channels down her meagre face! 

A rabble crew of Ipfiors, dinn'd her ear; 

While mean REPROAcH came smiling in the rear, 

With firm, yet modest look, she pass'd along; 
Nor sought relief, nor mark'd the taunting throng ; 


: 
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While her wrung HEART, still scorning to complain, 


Soppress'd the rending groan, and throbb'd_ WITH. 
PROUD DISDAIN, 


Close at her 3 Exvy crept; 
The Iur, deform'd and horrible in hape, 
Mock'd, when the slow-consuming victim wept, 
Pointing, and grinning, like a wither'd Ars: 
About her throat, the ase De TRACTION di, | 
Scatt'ring destructive poisons from her tongue! 
She wav'd a BLAST ED LAUREL o'er her head, 
Stol'n from the SACRED As HESs of the DEAD; _ 


Inly she pin'd; while in her panting breast, 


Shrunk IGNORAN CE struck its fangs, to BAN ISH GENTLE 


i 


In a lone corner, anda hid! in shade, _ 
With downcast eye, sat UNREQUITED Love! 
As from their hollow cell the slow n s. 
A willow garland for his brow he wove! | 
Low at his feet, bare Mapxess laid his head, 
Rattling his chains, upon his flinty bed! 
Rous'd from his stupor, by the clanking sound, 
The pensive youth gaz'd fearfully around; 
And, wond'ring, to behold such mis'ry near, | 


 Foxcor his mournful WREATH, and dropp'd | A 


PITYING TEAR! 
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Laden with treasure, bending to the ground, 


Now, lab'ring up the flinty winding road, 


Appear'd lean Avarice ! the pond'rous load 
Seem'd his weak shoulders every step to wound: 


One thread-bare garb hung on his aged form ; 
| Scant covering from the bleak and wint'ry storm! 
Before him Famine went, a THING DECAY'D; 
And dark SUSPICION, grasping at a SHADE ! 
While F RAUD, low crawling, mock'd the reptile” 5 art, 


PII rER'D the scatter'd GOLD, AND WRUNG THE 


Mis E R'S HEART! 


Next came Dece 17, with smooth and fawning tongue, | 


80 Glozing with praises every thing debas' d; 


To shield her breast, a flattering mirror hung; 


A TINSEL zone shone dazzling round her waist! 


Her Hax p, conceal'd beneath her flimsy vest, 


Clasp'd a keen dagger, ready to destroy; 


Content she SEEM'D, though, in her cunning breast, 


Hler coward soul shrunk from the touch of joy; 


Her humble voice the list' ning car beguil'd, 


While, with infernal Ax r, SHE MuRDER'D, as SHE 


SMIL 'D! 


Now, through the CAVERN rush a, with i iron n hand, 
Ortel INSOLENT! his arm he rais'd, 


Waving his spear, with absolute command, 


: While every subject F IEND retir'd, amaz'd ! ! 
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At awful distance, trembling, prostrate round, 
The sons of pining SLAV' Rx kiss'd the ground; 
Till darting forward, o'er the abject crowd, 

With voice exulting, menacing, and loud, 
INSATIATE Vexozance snatch'd the uprais'd lance, 


While bold Oyynes510N' 8 ARM, FELL NERVELESS ar 
1s GLaxce! 


Next, Faid came ewa gorgeouſly aud; 
| His brow a starry wreath of GEMS compress d; 
In his right hand a SCEPTRE he display'd ; 5 
A robe of costly ERMINE wrapp'd his breast! 
Enthron'd, sublime, above the wond'ring race, 
Immortal beauties seem'd to deck his face! 5 
h His eye aſſum'd pre- eminence of sway; 
: He reign'd the GILDED Ivor of the 47 
Till DeaTH, AIS dread supremacy to show, 
Struck at the vaunting wretch, AND LAID HIS SCEPTRE 
Low. 


| Now, ating o'er Saks teeming aka afar, 7 
Came glitt' ring WEALTH, in his resplendent car! 
lis rapid course swift-footed Tor L pursu'd, 
With sinewy limbs, and brown sun- freckled breast: 
The lord of luxury his vaſſal view'd, 
And smiling, lifted high his haughty crest! 
But, when neglected Toi at length retir'd, 
The short-liv'd glories of his brow expir'd; 85 
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Around, his eager eyes he roll'd in vain; 
INGRATITUDE e AND CLAIM'D HER TURN TO 
REIGN! | | 


At her approach, the FATAL CAVERN rung ; 
Loud shouts of horror rent the vaulted stone! 
All LESSER FIE NDS their heads in sorrow hung; 


Ouxiror RN IN ILL, SHE grasp'd th' INFERNAL 


THRONE! 
Then Reason mark*d her blest as SOCIATE fly ; ; 
And, shudd'ring at the SCENE, RESOUGHT HER NATIVE. 


SKY! 


STANZAS. 


| Written after ſucceſſive Nights of MzLAN cnoLY Dx EAMS. 


VI airy Puax Tous, by whose pow'r = 
| Night's curtains spread a deeper ade; * — 
Who, prowling i in the murky hour, 5 . 5 E : 
The weary sense with spells invade; 7 __ | 
| Why round the fibres of my brain, 5 
Such desolating miseries fling, | 
, > with new scenes of mental | pain, | = 
| haze from my languid £76 r * \balm-dispensing | | | 


wing! 2 


Ab! why, wh. oe hd darken} globe 

All Nartuxe's children sink to rest | 
Why, wrapp'd in horrors ghastly robe, 

With chad'wy hand assail my breast? 2 | 

Why conjure up a tribe forlorn, 

To menace, where I bend my way! ? 

Why round my pillow plant the thorn, 

Or fix the DEMONS dire, 1 in terrible array? 


STANZAS. 
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"Why, whin the busy IP is 0'er— _ 
A day, perhaps, of tender thought 
Why bid my eager gaze explore 
| New prospects, with new anguish fraught? ? 
Why bid my madd'ning sense descry 
The Fou, in silence I adore ! 
His magic smile ! his murd*rous eye! 


; Then bid me wake to Nee the fond ilusion o o'er! 1 


When, fey! rick with the throbs at pain, 
And bath” d with many a trickling tear, 
1 close my cheated eyes again, | 
DxsaIR's wild bands are hov'i ing near; 
Now borne upon the yelling RC --- 
Oer eraggy Peaks I bend my flight ; ; 
Now, on the yawning Octax cast, 


I Plane unfathom'd depths, amid the Shades of night! 5 


| or, borne upon the billow? 8 lar, . 
Oer che vast waste of water's drear, = 
Where Shipwreck'd Mariners expire, 5 
No friend their dying plaints to hear, 
1 view far off the craggy cliff, 
Whose white top mingles with the skies; 
While, at its base, the shatter'd SKI r, 


Wash'd by the foaming wave, in many A fragment lies. 
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Oft, when the MorninG's gaudy beams 

My lattice gild with sparkling light, 
O'erwhelm'd with agonizing dreams, 

And bound in spells of FAN CIE D Nis HT, 

| I start, convulsive, wild, distraught ! 

By some pale Murv'rer's poignard press'd, 

Or by the grinning PHANTOM caught, . 

7 Wake from the madd'ning e with borror.freeeing 
breast! Pe 


Then, down my cold and pallid cheek, 
The mingling tears of joy and grief, 
The soul's tumultuous feelings speak, 
And yield the struggling heart relief; 
I smile to x xow the danger yasT! 
But soon the radiant moment flies; 
Soo is the transient Day oꝰercast, 


And | hope Steels trempling from my 2 eyes 


If Tavs, for . of repose, 
| Whole Hours of mis'ry I must know; 
If, when each sunny day shall close, 
I must each gleam of Peace forego | 
; I, for one LITTLE Morn of MixTRH, 
This breast must feel long nights of pain; ; 
On! LIE, thy joys are nothing worth ; | 
Then let me sink to rest—anD NEVER WAKE AGAIN! 


STANZAS. 


| Tas chilling gale, that nipp'd the ROSE, 


Nov murmuring ſinks to soft repose 3 ; 


The shadowy vapours sail away, 
Upon the silv'ry floods of day; 
HEALTH breathes on every face I see; 


But, ah! she breathes no more on MR! 


The Butterfly, with rainbow wing, 
Flits round the blushing front of Spring; * 
And if a gloomy hour appears, | 
F ans her warm breast, and sips her tears. of 
Love wakes the feather'd choir to glee; . 


i But, ah! they wake no more for ME! 


The jes'mine wafts its perfume meek, 
To kiss the xosxE's glowing cheek; 15 
Pale twilight sheds her vagrant show'rs 

To wake AvuRORA' s infant flow'rs; 
May smiles, their native charms to see; ; 
| But, ah! she smiles no more on ME | ! 

1 
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The SgA-Box, by the tempest's roar, 


Dash'd on some rude and rocky shore, 


Sees Hoy, amidst the furious foam, 
That points towards his distant Home © 


Bat I, alas! shall never see 


HopPz's radiant beam reflect on Me { 


FE*en ZEMBLA”: 5 freezing sons, forlorn, 


Await their long- expected morn; 
Swift to their icy cliffs they run, 


To greet, at length, the tardy Sun ! 


But dark despair shall never see 


The dawn of comfort shine on ux! 


Then, far I Til wa rander, where x no ray. 


Breaks tht ough the gloom of doubtful day; 3 


There will 1 court the midnight hour, 
The ling'ring dawn, the. wint'ry Show” r; j 
For cold and comfortless shall be 


Fach future scENE ordain'd for ms! 
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& JoLA, by every Musk below'd and blect, 
& By every glowing grace that liſts that brea:t ! 
& By fassion's soul, that fires the piercing eye, 
«© By RAPTURE'S energy, by piTY's Sigh, 
« J charge thee, Stoop not, &en in anger just, 

& To paint the pois nous ASPIC of the dust.“ 


ORACLE) f | Julius. 


October 7, 1791. 
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JULIUS. 


| THE dskuy veil of NI GHT was thrown. 
O'er the flush'd forehead of the WEST, = 
When thy soft nare's melodious tone 
Rous'd the faint tenant of my breast; 
A glow of joy my check o'erspread; 
The classic page I scarce could see, 
For PaI DE my raptur'd Fancy led 


To learn the lesson taught by thee. 


Ves, Julius, when the pensive breast, 

Sick of LI rE's gaudy fev'rish dream, 

| Courts the cool hour of iran rest, 
And owns YouTn's season but a dream! 
%% eons 
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SWEET is the gale that wafts the sound 
That bids corroding anguish flee j 
And &x1xND the voice of truth profound; 


And RL EST the Mus that sings like thee, 


But what. avails the dulcet tone, 
The lesson WIspou's voice can preach ? 
Can Rrasox calm Affliction's groan ; 

Or Max1ms, patient suff' rance teach? 
EKxow, lib'ral Bax D, the vur. car throng | 
Who point the ranc'rous shaft at ME, 

- Feel not the thrills of SACRED $0NG, 


Nor heed the precepts . by THEE | L 


Vet, in my bosom's ruby cell i | 
Thy rHILoso HI lore: hall ive! - ; 
For who can sooth the mind so well, 
Wich all the graceful Musk can give? ?. 
And when the dart pale Exvy wings, 
With recreant mischief aims at ME ; 5 
| Pu turn, where polished JuLivus eings. 
And mock the power of Deſtiny! 


And when weak SLanDeR's subtle art 
ppits poison o'er the venal page; 

> With the proud LYzE I'll shield my heart, 
And, ling. mock the feeble rage! 
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So when the venom'd SPIDER stings, 
Whose wound no mortal can endure; 
Let the rapt ui x STR EL sweep the strings, 


And heav'nly Muse yield a cure!“ 


* The sting of the TARANTULA is said to be cured by music. 
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Written between Dover and Calais, in July, 1792. 


| 1 G Bill, cease thy motion; : 
Bear me not so swiftly o er! | 

Cease thy roaring, foamy Oc ax * 
1 will pe thy ra ge no more. 


An within my bosom beating, 

Varying passions wildly reign! ! . 
| Love, with proud RESENT MENT meeting; 9 
Throbs b. 7 W of } Joy and oak 


Joy, that far 3 62 1 wander, 
Where their ART s can reach no more ; 

Paix, that woman's heart grows fonder, 

When the dream of bliss is o'er r 


Love, by fickle fancy banish'd, - 
Spurn'd by Hor E, indignant flies ! 

Vet, when love and hope are vanish'd, 
Restless Mex RY never r dies! 
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Fax I go! where Far E shall lead me, 
FaR across the troubled deep! 

Where no stranger's ear shall heed me; 

x Where no eye for Mk shall weep. 1 0 


Provp has been my fatal passion ! 
ProvD my injur'd heart shall be! 

1 While each thought and inclination 

Proves that heart was form'd for THEE ! + 


6: Not « ONE Sion ball tell my story; 3 
Net one Tear my check shall Stain 155 
4 SiLENT grief shall be my glory; * 


© Guiry chat stops not to COMPLALY | 


* Let the bosom, prone to ranging, 


; Still, by ranging, seek a cure! 2 
Mine disdains the thought of changing, | 
Proudly destin'd to ENDURE * : 


Yet ere far from all I treasur'd, 
| * ere I bid adieu, 
Ere my days of pain are measur'd 
Take the song that's 8T1LL thy due ! 


Ver believe, no servile passions 
Seek to charm thy wand'ring mind; f 
Well I know thy inclinations, 
Wav'ring as the passing wind! 


39 0 
TI have lov'd thee ! DEARLY lov'd thee Wh 
Through an age of worldly woe! 
i How ungratefu] I have prov'd thee, | 


Let my mournful exile ue ! 


Tex long years of anxious sorrow, 5 
Hour by hour, I counted o r 
5 Looking forward till to morrow, | 


| Every day I lov'd 2 more! 


| Pow! R and sruxx DOUR ould not charm 1 me 3 
J no joy in WEALTH could See 3 : 
Nor could threats or fears alarm me— 


Save THE FEAR of losing 1 THEE 1 


When the storms of iorinne press'd thee, 
I have sightd to hear thee Sigh ! 
| Or when sorrows dire distress'd thee, : 


1 have bid those sorrows My! ! 


Often hast thou smiling FF me, 


Wealth and Pow's were trifling things, - 


: While Love, smiling to behold me, i 
Mock'd cold Time” 8 destructive wings. 


| When with THEE, what ils . harm n me:; ; 
Taov couldst every pang assuage! 51 7 
| | Now, aLas! what Horz shall charm me ? "2 5 
Every moment seems an age! 


-- 
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FakkE THEE WELL, ungrateful Rover! 
Welcome Gar 14's hostile shore; 
Now, the breezes waft me over; 
Now we part—TO MEET NO MORE! 
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HIM WHO SAID, 5 WHAT IS LOVE ?” 


* Gay, what is Love!“ I v5 the sound 
Steal softly on the western gale; 


While flutt'ring ZEPHYRS, whisp' ring round, 


Bore to mine ear r thy gentle tale. 


Dosr THOU NoT KN Ah ! minstrel sweet, 


I'Il tell thee—Lovs is but a dream; 


The RAIN BOW of YouTH's sunny beam, 


On air-built throne the mischief dwells, 


Bright to the fascinating view; 


| Serene amidst tempestuous spells, 


. Disguis'd in tints of heav*nly hue ! 


We gaze, we wonder at Ks charms; ; 


So passing fair the Boy appears ; 


| His sighs the fiercest rage disarms, 


| While cold indiff "rence melts in tears. : 


1 


1 
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So humble seems the weeping Child, 


That PIT joys to see him blest ; 


While Pass io hastes with transport wild, | 
And clasps him to her burning breast. 


And if the cunning UR HIN smiles, 


The light-wing'd Pleasures flutt'ring nigh, 


Midst glowing blisses, sportive wiles, 


Snatch rapture from his laughing eye. 


For he can laugh, and sigh, and ep, 


Now frown severe, THEN smile again; 


And he can bid dull sorrow sleep, 


Or dash the cup of joy with pain. 


And he can cheer the throbbing breast, 
While HorE's bright flame illumes his eye; 
Can point the distant nzav*'n of rest, 


TukEN bid the flatt'ring viſion fly ! 


| He can bid Poverry's sad child 


Repose upon his downy wing; 


Can lull to peace Distraction wild, 


And heal pale Misery's sharpest sting! 


But when, capricious, false, and vain, 
The Tyrant shews his boasted pow'r, 
Ihe sensate bosom throbs with pain, 
And cares the vital throne devour. 
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Ah! THEN HE riibrne—then he turns 
| From Hork's fond gaze, indignant, cold; ; 
From his proud heart the wretch he spurns, 
And smiles, his vici M to behold. | 


Ah! THex, he drinks the bitter tear, 
And mocks the soul-departing sigh; 
While his dread minion, JEALOUS Fear, 

Proclaims, that dark DsPars | is nigh! ! 


Unmov'd, he sees the lung look; - | 
The CHEEK Slow-fading to decay, 
The BREAST by every hope forsook, 

The MIND tO with'ring grief a prey! 


He sees the wreath of GExius fade, 
Blasted by pale oblivious breath, . 1 


As slow she seeks the fatal shade, 
Where MapxEss Points the « cave e of Drarul 


If o'er some tow'ring ROCK he heads, 


And shrunk with anguish, weeps and raves; | 


If black DzsPain his bosom rends, 
While from the Steep the storm he braves; 


Or, on the margin wild, forlorn, 
He meditates perpetual sleep; 
Or on the ruthless whirlwinds borne, yy 
Hang e o'er the hoviing deep? 


N STANZAS, Se. 
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: If to the Moon he tells his woes, 
When midnight guides her sable rein ; 
Or shrieks with fierce convulfive throes, 


Till frenzy grasps his burning brain; 


Or if, in rosy Graces drest, 
He lures thee to his fatal bow'r, | 
And tells THEE, he will make 1 THEE blest | 


With Prone delight? s extatic pow * 


Ah! heed him not, THOU Mixsrars, SW rr! 
Ihe tempter courts but to abuse: 
From the fell RAI TOR turn thy feet, 
And e rite b Mv RET 


— Lu—j—— ů—]—ᷓ— — — — 
D J 


| 


— —_ 


— — — —  — —— —ͤ— 


THE 


 RECANTATION. 


| 'T xr not me of s1Lv'RY sands, 


Rocks of CORAL, caves of GcoLD 3 | 
Love my votive song demands, 
Love can brighter themes unfold, 


Rove amidst GoLcoxnpa's mines; 
Lave thy form *midst pearly seas ; 
While Love's spell around me twines, 


I can scorn such joys as these 


Go, where CIT RON groves entwine, 
Where gigantic ALozs bloom; 
Love can form his myrtled shryne, 


Midst the rugged desart's gloom, _ 
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Go, where ausTRAL skies invite 
Perfum'd gales from roseate bow'rs, 
While, amidst the sultry night, 
8 Round thee balmy Er HER show'rs. 


Go, where drops the tepid VI xx, 
Where the honey'd Hy HTA glows; 
Let their sweetest gifts combine 
Love has $WEETER gifts than chose. 


So, where clouds of orient gold 

Gently sail o'er amber floods; 
00, where musky flow'rs unfold, 

5 5 . from their buds. 


5 Go, where Mo RN, in rosy vest, 
Shakes her golden tresses bright; 
Go, where EvexinG? s glowing vest 
Clothes the plain 1 In purple light. 


Still will sick'ning Fancy die, 
| Sated with their gaudy hues ; 

; So the trav*ller's aching eye, 
Day's effulgent lustre views. 


Come, then, Love, delicious Bor! 
Come, in all thy charms array'd ; 
Tzine alone is real joy; | 

All the rest, a glit'ring sade. 


de 
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J with THEE will climb the steep 
Were the brawling torrents flow, 
| Rushng with impetuous sweep, 


 T the quiv'ring lake below. 


1. vith thee, will wander far, 


Vhere the rippling river strays, 


| While the twinkling evening star 


thoots around its feeble rays 5 


Til the pallid QuxE& or Nic Hr, 
rising, lifts her ſilver wreath, 

Speading soft and trembling light 
Yer the silent world beneath, | 


Ten, T' lead thee to my home, 


llest retreat of mental joys, 
Fa from FoLLy's splendid dome, 


ar from FASHION? $ trivial toys. 


Ten, on court thee to repose, | 


on my mossy pillow rude, 


5 Were false friends, and envious foes, | 


are not break our SOLITUDE. 


Cork then, Love; delicious Box! * 
Cme, in all thy charms array'd ; 
Thir alone is real joy; 


A the rest, a glitt'ring shade. 


vv 


ANACREONTIC. 


To 


CUPID. 


 Hrrars, Gov of pleaſing pain, 


Hiram bring my wand'ring SwWAILIN ; 


See, my Bow'x is hung with roses, 
On my couch Cox TEN reposes; 
See fond Hop E, her blush concealing, 
O'er the ivy'd threshold stealing; 
While to meet her, BLiss advances— 
Mark their soft extatic glances! 
Here shall Mix T EH his tevels REP, 
While dull Can retires, | to weep. 


Now the My RTLE wreaths divine 
Round my auburn tresses twine; 
See, my white transparent vest 


Scarce confines my beating breast; 


Hark ! the LyrEe's melodious measure 
Wakes the vapid ſoul to pleasure; 
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Light-heet'd Gies tripping ad,” 
Scarcely print the velvet ground: 
Time arrests his busy wing, 
And wantons in the sportive ring; 
See! his ScyTHE he throws away, 
And scorns to stint the rapt'rous day ! 


See, advancing full of glee, 
Laughing HEALTH, and JoLLiTY! 5 
Dapper Fairies, skipping, strew 
Fragrant buds, begem'd with dew ! 
See, the rosy God of wine, a7 
Crown'd with clust'ring boughs of vine, 
Sportive, mirth- inspiring guest, | 
| Trur' RANCE leads, to e — feat! 


"Hao the tene NINE advance; "He | 

And VALOUR, with his LAUREL? D Lane; 
And Srorr, with glowing cheek of 5: 
And bright-ey'd TrxuTH, and young Desrgs ; ; 
While in their train, with modest mien, 
Divine PHILANTHROPY is seen! 

And gentle FERIEN DSHIr wand'ring nigh, 
And SYMPATHY, with tearful eye; 8 

While godlike Gkxius, Heav'n's best boast, 
Sheds radiance o'er the glitt'ring Host! 


Cour, THEN, God of pleaſing pain, 
Cone, THEN, with my wand'ring swain 3 
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SEE, my Bo WR 4 tepid wine, 
Canopy'd with twisted vine! ! 
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See, in every CIT RON grove 


Luscious fruits, to feast my love: 
Bring him quickly, DARLIN GB or! 3 


Touch his heart with conscious joy: 
If he pines with jealous fears, | | 
With thy BaeaTH disperse his tears ; 1 
If he sighs repentant, say, 

Love shall waft those sighs away! 


Z EH YR, whose enamel'd wing 


Fans the perfum'd breast of Spring, 
| E88EnCE on my pillow throws, = 
Pilfer'd from the musky Ros; 
PILLOW! thou shalt ne'er be . 
: Till my vagrant Lo VE Shall ret?! j 


Say, thou rosy UxchIx, say, 


Is not LIE a fleeting day? 

| Morn, a scene of childish FOLLY; 
EvENniNG, COLD and MELANCHOLY? 
Let us revel while tis Noon; | 
Sombre Nienr will 00 us soon. | 


See the star of Twiwiour peep 


Or you Mouxralx, 5 dusky step; 


M2 - 
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Round thy brow thy F1LLET bind: 
Love that Roves, 1s EVER BLIND! 
Sorr, perhaps, the TRUanT Swain 
Sighs, some other Nymph to gain 
_ Gentle URCHIN, if 'tis so, 


Let the silly wand'rer go. 


No, he comes! I own thy skill! 
Now, let FATE Do WHAT SHE will! 


— — — — 


| 


64 I will inttruf# my SoRROWS to be PROUD." 


SHAKESPEAR. 


Tir AST! and now, remorseless rare, 
Tur VicrIu braves thy DIR EST HATE; 
My mind resists thy poison'd dart, 
And conscious PRIDE sustains my heart: : 
| Behold my placid smiles disclose, . 

2. Tur PANG is PAST, that SEAL” D my woes | ! 


Since x now, no more to grief a prey, 
N My tranquil hours shall glide away; 
Since Reason from my sated brain 
Tears the DARK RECORDS of pasT pain; 
Since warring passions sink to rest, 
2 And fierce resentment leaves my breast; * 
Since from the wreath fond Fa x made, | 
Horz's transient flow'rs ro R EVER fade * 
One ROD INDIGNANT TEAR Shall prove. 


7 The e or EXPIRING Lovs. 
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Sweet offspring of long cherish'd woe, 
No more thy glittering fount shall flow ; 
But trembling in its azurE cell, _ 

Conceal'd in HAUGHTY SILENCE dwell ; 5 
Or it, perchance, one drop should steal, 
The mind's wEAK RECORDS to reveal, 

On my cold bosom shalt thou shine, 

A peerless cEM—on F eeling' 8 hrine! 


Now if remorse can touch thy heart, = 

Or gracious deeds one joy impart; "a 

- If MEMORY vAINLx turns, at last, 

To all my fond affection past, „ 

| Which shar'd each pang that wrung 17 brean, 

= And sooth'd thy wounded mind to rest; 

| When soft- ey'd ConsTaxcy entwin 4 Sy 
A FEATH 'RY on AIN, thy heart to bind; 

And with responsive sighs bre 
Each w ayward passion that rebell'd; 

: Calming with FRIENDSHIP's dulcet sounds 
'The anguish of dark Fals EHOOD' s wounds; 
When F RIENDS were cold—and Fozs xevere, 7 
And smiling Ex vx stung thine ear; 

Wo, with sage counsel, bade thee know 

The specious garb that veil'd the foe ? | 
And turning from Tur breast 11s wound, 
Saw, in strong spells, the mischief bound * 
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When ForTuns, smiling on my lot, 


Illum'd with joy my FavouR'p cot; 
When sportive Love a wreath entwin'd, 
The graces of my breast to bind; _ 
When YouTH rush'd forward to bestow. 
On my ripe lip, the Runy's glow; 
When HeaLTH spread RayTVuRE ober my cheek, 
That bade the BLUSHING ROSES SPEAK, 
And gave my eye the spark divine | 


Sar, WERE NOT ALL THESE TREASURES THIXE? 


When lust rous summer deck d my how! rs, 


And hung my couch with rarest flow? rs; i 
When plenty crow n'd my little board, 
With all ABUNDANT Narukk stor'd; 
When social MI RTH'S enliy? ning strain = 
| Mock'd the dull groan of worldly pain 3 
| When e'en PuiLosor HY confess'd. | 
: That Love” s pure flame coup warm | the breast ; "= 
: When W1sDoM listen'd as I sung, | 
| To catch xRW PRECEPTS from mY tongue; — 
Sax, did such trivial flatteries move 

The heart enslay'd by THEE : and LOVE 15 


1 now REASON's sober light | 


Steals through the gloom of MENTAL NIGHT: | 
.. INES Love” s fond tale can CHEAT NO MORE, : 
: And « een FALSE Hops! 8 bright dream 15 E 


Cons, GENTLE PEACE, these eye-lids close, 
On some blest pallet of repose; 

And thou, Dear Musk, in pity give 
Ox WREEAT H, to bid my Memory live; 
Then will I smile at envious FaTE 8 decree, 


Forget MY WOES, MYSELF, THE WORLD, AND THEE. 


— — — 


MARIE ANTOINETT B's 


HER PRISON OF THE TEMPLE, 


Witten in March, 793. 


B Wann on my bosom Eyrnine! 8 ruby light . 
Through my THRICE-GRATED window warmly glows, 
Why does the cheerful ray offend my sight, 
And with its lustre mock my weary woes! 15 
Alas! because on my sad breast appears 
A dreadful record wf TEN WITH ur Taans! 


£ When awful Miv ER with her Eros wk 2 
| Charms Nature's poorest, meanest child to peace, 
Why cannot I, one little hour command, 
When gentle sleep may bid my anguish cease ? 
| Alas! because, where'er I lay my head. 


A dreary couch I find, wiTH MANY A THORN O'ERSPREAD, | 


go MARIE ANTOINETTE'S LAMENTATION. 
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When the Sun, rising in the Eastern skies, 
Awakes the feather'd race to songs divine, 
Why does remembrance picture to these eyes 
The jocund Morn or LIE, that once was mine! ? 
Alas! because, in sorrow doom'd to mourn, 
I ne'er shall see THAT BLissFUL Morn RETURN! 


W hen I behold my darling IN rA NTS sleep, 
Fair spotless blossoms, deck'd in op'ning charms, 
Why do I start aghast, and wildly weep, 

And madly snatch them to my eager arms? 

Ah me! because my sense, o 'erwhelm'd with dread, 
Views the sweet CHERUBS ON THEIR FUNERAL BED! 


— 7 - — — 
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Why, when they ope their eyes to gaze on ME : 
5 And fondly press me in their dear embrace, , 
: Hang on my neck, or clasp my trembling knee, 
Why do MATERNAL SORROWS drench my ow. 25 


— 
— — 
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Alas! because inhuman hands unite, 1 
To tear from my fond 5oul 1 ITS LAST DeLicur! * 


— —— 
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0 H, FELL BAR NARITY I yet = awhile _ 

The sacred treasures of my throbbing breast ; 

Oh, spare their infant hearts, untouch'd by guile, 
And let a wipow'p MoTnzs' $ darlings rest ! 
| Though you have struck your faulchions at the Roor, - 
Oh! give che tender DLANCHES TIME TO SHOOT | 15 
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Z The lighting, . the angry tempest cast, 

| Strikes at the lofty PIxE, and lays it low; 

Z While the small F. oOWRET 'scapes the deadly blast, 

; Awhile its od'rous breath around to throw! 

| Then let distracted GaLLia's Lilies bloom, 

* Though but to deck with sweets a DunGzon's GTOOu! 


Or my poor Innocents ! all bath'd in tears, 5 
Like witk' ring Flow AES, wash'd with CHlLLING dey | 2 
E IJNTTA on! nor heed a frantic mother” s fears; 
| = The SAVAGE TiGERs will not injure You! 
Your HARMLESS bosoms not a Crs can know, 5 


Scarce born to GREATNESS —ERE CONSIGN? D TO Wor! 


| When left forlorn, dejected, and alone, 8 
Imperfect sounds my pensive soul annoy; 4 
1 hear i in every distant mingling tone, | 
The merry Ber 15—the boist'rous Soxcs of Joy! # 
Ah! then 1 contemplate my loathsome CELL, 
Where MEAGRE Gries and SCOWLING Horror DWELL! 


The Ras BLE' s ü Toon? 's fateful sound 
The Ca xxo thund'ring through the vaulted s 7. 
The curling smoke, 1 in columns rising round, . 
Which from my Iron LATTICE I descry, 


Rouze my LETHARGIC MIND! I shriek in vain; 
My Tyrant Jaitok only mocks my pain! E 
| „ 5 
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Vet bear thy woes, my Sour, with proud disdain; 


Meet the keen lance of DEATH with stedfast eye: 


Think on the Lok IOUS TI p; that fills each Vein, 


And throbbing bids ME tremble not, To DIE! 
Yer, shall I from my rx1ENDLESS CHILDREN part? 


On! all che Mornes RUSHES 10 my Hraur! IS 


Where'er I turn, a thousand ills appear: 


Arm'd at all points, in terrible array, 


Pal E, HO0D- wink'd MuRDER, ever lurking near, 


And co. RD CrveLTY, that shuns the Day! 
See! see! they pierce, with many a recreant sword, 


The mangled Den OF MY BLEEDING Lob! : 


on, DREADFUL ; Trovour! On, Acoxx SUPREMEL 


When will the sanguinary scene be o'er | ? 


; When will my Sour, in sweet OBL1v1ion s dream, 


Fade from this Ox u, to some more peaceful shore! po 


When will the Cuk RUR PiTY break the Snare, 
Z And Snatch ONE VIC TIN from the Las Drsralx! ! 


5 BN 


« Of all afflition taught a LoveR yet, 


« Tis Sure the hardest science to FoRGET ' 


Pop E. 


ANSELMO, 


— 


TRE 


HERMTT OF THE ALPS. 


W axe, mingling with HeLveTia's Skies, 
The snow-clad MounTaixs glitt' ring 11 : 
Far from the din of busy life, : 
| From specious FrauD, and envious ST RIFE; 


From trivial Joys, and empty Snow, 


And all the taunting tribes of Wok; | 


Deep, in a FokES T's silent shade, 
For HoLY MEDiTATION made, 
| AnSELMO liv'd! his humble shed 
- Rear'd, *'mid5t the gloom, its rushy head ; 
Full many a FLow'R, of loveliest hue, 
Around his mossy threshold grew ! 


progeny 4 > 
I 


— 
— ͤ j 


we — 


>; 


= 


— 


WE | ANSELMO. 


— — 
— — 


His little V VINEYARD food npply's 


His healthful cup, the rippling tide; _ 
The Woo, his tranquil Bow's of noon z $- 


His midnight Lame, the silv' ry Moon; 


His sur LE GaRB, and MODEST Mixx, = 


The EMBLEMS of the SOUL within. 


Lost to the Works ; by all forgot F 


No envious F IEND assail'd his cot; | 
His MATIN pray'r, his E v NIN G song, | 


Proclaim'd a coNSCIENCE void of wrong ; ; 


While, with a pure and feeling mind, 
He wept the woes of Human KIX Dp. 
For when the young AxsELMO try'd 

Ihe paths of luxury and pride, 


He found, in every gaudy scene, 


? Light Vanity, with wanton mien; 7 

And base Serr-INTEREST, grov'ling guest; ; 
And Envy, with deep-wounded breast; 

And pow'r that spurn'd the hapless race; 
And SrIENDOUx, gilding o'er Disc KA; 


And bold Orrakssiox' 8 pond'rous chain, 


| To load the groaning Soxs OF Paix! 15 


AxsELMo's | heart, with VigrTuE tor d, 


Ditgusted, every path explor'd; 


For still, in each a Thorn he "EY 


Whose hidden point was sure 10 Poand 
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And KINDRED bosoms, fraught with guile! 1 


And reptiles, who, in baseness bold, 
Unblushing, barter d Love Tor. Goup ! 


BI ker might have 3 his bs obrcore! 7 
What cannot yaTIENT WoRTH endure ? 
Bur an! within his feeling heart, 
Long-cherish'd Pass1oN fix'd 1 its dart; - 
And braving Re ASON?s pow 'rful aid, 
Had bid his cheeks bright crimson fade. | 
With every MENTAL joy at strife, 


| 15 7 Its PoisoNs dash'd the SWEETS of life ; "RE. 


Brought DisconTEN T, and all her train, 
10 wring his soul with ceaseless pain; 3 
5 Each morn, with clouds, to cross his way; 5 
| To haunt his path at Sinking day; 5 
And when his midnight couch he press'd, 
With weedy mischiefs sting his breast! 


Despairing, lost, perplex'd to find 

No balm to heal his tortur'd Mix p; 

At early dawn, at twilight's close, 5 

Still, wounding THoucar deny'd repose 3 ; 
In vain, to quit the Maid apor'D, 


15 The Heamir, SOLITUDE explor'd! 


For, e 'en amidst the glooms around, 


5 Her peerless Beaury still he found ; J 


Fr1ENnDs, murd'ring with a specious smile! 


— 
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In every Ros E, her blushing C HEEK 


— 
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Seem'd with resistless grace to speak! 


28 


The LiLy fair, in perfumes drest, 


—2—— —uy—-—— 


: Pourtray'd her spotless, fragrant BRE AST 

The stream reflecting back the sky, 

Brought to his mind her azure eye; 

The Sux, in amber lustre roll'd, 

Glow'd, like her locks of silky gold; 

The lonely Tux T E's plaintive moan 55 
Recall'd her Sox 's celestial tone; 5 
And ev'ry DE w- -DROP, trembling near, 

- Gave to his soul — her farting tear? 


Oh! fatal hour ! when Friexvs severe 


| | Beheld, unmov'd, THAT PARTING. Tren! 
When vanquish'd by the SoRDID CRE W. 
AxsRLUO bade the world abiE u! 55 
: When, bow'd to rigid Dur v's sway, 
He saw his fairest hopes decay! 
His short- liv'd visions of delight 
O' eru helm 'd, and lost in endless Nicnr f 


Once more, in nk of PEACE to roam, 
5 AXSELMO left his HermiT? s home; z 
For THREE LONG YEARS had bid him Proves. 
That Ans Ex CE cannot conquer Lovs! _ 
That in the Bae AS r where Pass10N burns, 


Each nerve, officious reason Purns; 8 3 


' NLO, > 
Though in the gulph of mis'ry cast, 


It loves to ponder on the past! 

; While Mzem'sy, with a keener sense, 
Still paints the Eve's soft eloquence; 
Still marks the blush of feeling meek ; 

Still whispers MoRE than worDs can speak; 
Still bids tumultuous throbbings prove, 
That Lan GUAGE was not made for Love! 
Still F ancy cheats the on breast | 

: With momentary raptures blest ; 
. And, e'en when Hopk denies relief, 
5 REFLECTION feeds the source of Gerey? ! 


ae : Perich the thought! ho Ans2.Mo cry? yd, 
0 That hearts, by mutual vows ally'd, 
| Should, passive, crouch to tyrant yow's, 
And dark' ning youth's effulgent hour 
Sink in oblivion's whelming tide, 85 
The victims of IN sATTATE PRIDE! 


cc Prkisn THE THOUGHT, that genuine fires 


| Should, fading, yield to low desires ; | 

That THOSE Who cannot, DARE NOT prove, „ = 

The sweet vicissitudes of Love, 
Should, by the spells of paltry gold, 

| , The CHILD or Wok Th i in thraldom hold, 

And, dead'ning all the thrills of soul, 
Bend NaTurE to THEIR stern controul ! 1 
8 
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. Shall Man, o'er Man a tyrant prove; 
And ForxTuNE guide the shafts of Love ? 


Shall those, by Heav'n's ow influence join'd, 


By FEELING, SYMPATHY, and MIN p, 
The sacred voice of TR UH deny, 


And mock the mandate of the SKY 


Shall the proud breast, with VIRTUE *or'd, 


| Bow like the vassal to his Lord, 
And, prodigal of life's short day, 
In base submission fade away ? 2 | 


Then ſink, unpitied, to the grave, 


A wretch, abhor'd!— — A WILLING Stave!” | 


Rous'd from his dream, the HERRN iT sought 
The Sctxe once more, with misry fraught ; 
Clad in a PILORIM's mean array; . 
From Mon x's approach, till PARTING day, 
The toilsome thorny path he trod, 

No guide but Hop E !—no friend but Gov! ! 


And when the shades of night 0 N 
The misty MounTaiN's breezy head; 
Exhausted, on EA RT H's humid breast, | 

He kiss'd his CR055—AND x SUNK TO REST! 


At length, his weary, weeping eyes 
With joy beheld the Dav-sTAR rise ! 
For Morning gave his raptur'd sight 
The long-lost scene of fond delight! 


I 
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EX Where GENTLE 3 PEERLESS s Maid! 
Once, like a SUN, illum'd the Shade ; ; 
Or, as the JewEL gilds the MIN E, 

Bade dazzling lustre round her shine. 


How throbb'd AnsELMo' s heart, when, near, 


The well-known vEs P EERs hail'd his ear! 
How did he watch declining day ! 


* How pant to greet its parting ray ! 


For, welcome to the Love's Sight, 
Appear the murky Shades of NicuT;_ 
And sacRED every haunt must prove, 
That hides the timid BLUsn of Love ! 


| Now Hop inspir'd his bleeding breast ! 
5 Now FEAR each thrilling joy suppress 'd, 

| While to his Rosa's proud abode, 

Forlorn AxsELMo sought the road, 

And near her lofty window crept, 
When all her s08D1D KinDRED slept; 


While the cuasTe Moox, with pitying light, 


Stole, vEIL'p, across the dome of Night; 
And ev'ry ZeyayR, wand'ring near, 


EKiss'd from his cheek a SACRED TEAR, 


Dome, Rosa FAIR !?* the Hermit said, 
„Bright STar of Beauty, chear the Shade! 
AxsELMo calls !—ere rising Day, 
Exulting, spreads its ENVIOUS ray, 
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5 Beam comfort on my 1 10 ; 
LiGaT of my Lirz! my Rosa FAIR!” 


Yet all was 51LENT! all was DREAR!. 
ANsELMo's soul was chill'd with fear * 
The Sux rush'd forth! his beamy gold : 
Around the misty mountain roll'd ! 
The LAN DScAPE glow'd with colours gays. 
New gilded by the EASTERN ray; 

While ev'ry blossom, trembling near, 
Dropp'd from its leaves a chrystal tear, 
And seem'd, by SYMPATHY, to show, 5 

That NaTuRE weeps a Lover's woe! 


. ear bade A NSELMO'S feet depart; 

| While anguish wrung his burning heart; 

With devious step he sought the wood, 
Where, ivy-crown'd, a Convent stood; 

Where many a young and noble Maip, 
Like a fair FLOWRET doom'd to fade, 
On Superstition's mournful gloom, 

A weeping Ax cEL !—grac'd a Tous |! ! 
A114 now, with throbbing breast, 
Approach' d the shrine of FANCIED rest! 
Wich trembling touch the LATCH he rais' 'd; 

Then, kneeling, cross'd his brow, and prais'd ! 1 

The GarE on creaking hinges mov'd, 

And loud his daring hand reprov'd! 
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While e the . Area he pass'd, 
Cold blew the whistling northern blast; 
The Turrers, tott'ring o'er his head, 
Shook his faint soul with conscious dread ; 
Till by the Ta ER's quiv'ring ray, 

To the long AIs LE he bent his way, 
Where, chaunting o'er a sable Bier, 
Begem'd with many a yoLY tear, 

The white-rob'd VIXOIXs, kneeling, d 

| Sad tribute to a SISTER'S SHADE ! 


AnstLM0? S GARB, and DOWNCAST roox, 
A PiLGRI1M's penitence bespoke ! | | 
Though sorrow mark'd his manly face, 


His EYE retain'd CELESTIAL GRACE | 


A WELCOME Guzsr, he join'd the Throng 
The sacred RITESs! the heav'nly Soxs ! 
Till, bending o'er the Fun'raL Bed, 
The CONSECRATED DROPS to shed, 
le started back in wild amaze, 
 Dearu- WOUNDED by the FATAL gaze! 
For THERE, his DarLING Map he found, 
And, MADD'NING at the Sight, fell LIFELEsS oN 


Grovn! | 
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& And since thy cruel breast refusd to save, 0 
& Tonly ask ONE TEARS to glisten on oy: grave I = 
( 

Cart os. | | 
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When vapours rising from the flood, 


.* Eager; his COTTAGE JOYS to prove 
| Amidst is LITTLE WORLD or Love! 


And oft, in sacred silence press'd, 


And musing o'er each tender line, 


WIEN Day's retiring glow was spread 
O'er yon high mountain's golden head ; 


Sail'd o'er the brow of yon tall wood; 


When, labour done, the sun-burnt Swain 


Trudg'd o'er the dew-besprinkled plain, : 


Lur'd by the evening Sox GSTER” 8 throat, < 
I s0ught my craggy grot remote; 


Thy soft song to my pensive breast; 


Gave Sighs—RESPONSIVE SIGHS TO THINE, 


Oh! CakLos, if tis true, thy breast, 


For ME, disdains to taste of rest; 


If aught that plays about my form, 


Can Faxcr's fond ideas warm; 
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: or Yield; by Hope 5 persuasive pow'r, 


One dear, extatic, bright'ning hour 


Forbid it, Far E, that thou shouldst prove 
The pangs of UNDELIGHTED Love! 


Thou art not form'd for cold disdain, 


For el vows, or hopeless pain. 


Ah! smile, and let thy coking eye 


| Beam with the soul's sublimest joy! 


Let dark corroding misery bind 


The frozen BREAST, the torpid MI ND; 


* 


While cold IN DIF F'R EN clasps the zone, 


That chills the senseless Heart to SToxz; 


My Soul, my FEELING SOUL disdains 


The with'ring spell of Icy Cnalxs! 


Yer, HEAR ME, CARLOS! Yon high Rock, 


That seems the dashing wave to mock, 


Shall from its finty Bass remove, 


Ere I will yield to FICKLE LOVE; 


Yon Ros E its fragrance shall resign, 
Ere Passion's TRANSIENT Joys are MINEg 


Von winding stream shall cease to flow, 


Ere base Car ICE wy breast shall know; 


5 The restless wing of Time shall fail, 
Ere I will heed a FLATT'RER's tale; 


Yon Sun that warms the pendent World, 


Shall from its ETHER throne be hurl'd, 
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And quench'd in 1 its burning zone, 
Ere I a VAGRANT HEART will own! 
For, An too much of grief I've prov'd, 


Too SADLY MOURN'D, TOO FONDLY Lov'p! 


'Tazn, e COME; but let each rapture be 
A bond of sacred ConsTancy! | 
TASTE shall with glowing hand dispense 
| Unnumber'd charms, to greet thy sense! 
While Time, from his expanding wing, 
A thousand promis'd j joys shall fling! 
f While ALL, to MENTAL BL1ss ally'd, 
Shall o'er the tranquil hours preside ; ; 
With each delicious balm that heals 
The wound N | PAs $ s 1 0 IN lk} 


8 Cantos, if thy kckle out. 
Disdains the thought of Love's controul ; 
; Meek Frrexpone, Paoenix-like, Shall rise, 
Amidst the flame, where Pass fox dies! 


| 


1 


DONALD axp MARY. 


Ox Scor ia“ 8 | Hills a - inile Maio, | 
The fairest of the rustic throng, 
When round the glitt'ring Moo N-BEAMs play'd, 
Oft pour'd her sad and plaintive song: 
Her eye was dim'd with pearly tears, 
Which from their azure fountain roll'd ; 
Her throbbing heart was fraught with fears ; ; ; 
ParE was RT cheek, and d deadly corp! 1 


By Fu RIENDS e forgot, by 3 ops; 
By FokTrUxE's chilling frown subdu'd; 
F. ierce frenzy hover'd o'er her breast, | ” 
: And wither'd Grier her steps pursu'd: 5 


But, ah! more fatal e 'en than those, : og 
The worst of pangs *twas hers to share; 7 | 
” While Ex x, smiling, mock'd her woes; 


For Ex vr feeds on HUMAN CaRE! | 


IS 


| A GALLANT. YouTn, of ScorrisE birth, 1 1 5 5 — ll 
Had woo'd and won the gentle maid; 
5 Not all the treasur'd gems of earth, 


Like Dox av! 5 music, could persuade ; . 1 3 


* - — — 
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"I all that InD1a's shores supply, 
Or all the wealth of BriTain's Isle, 
Could charm, like Do x AL p's speaking eye, 
Or win che soul, like Doxar p' 8 mile. 


But GLory , lifting high her crest, 
His glowing fancy lur'd to arms; 

Faw filld his young and panting breast 
He left his MAR x's world of charms! ! 

: 11- fated DoxaLD FOUGHT and zLeD!. 

The green- od veil'd his manly form! 

While, round his dark and clay-cold bed, 
Bleak blew the wild and wint'ry storm. 


No marble T ROPHIES deck'd the spot, 
; To ask the pensive TRA v'LE R'S Sigh! - 
No VERSE to mourn his hapless lot, on 
Or bid the VALIANT learn to pie ! 


= 


g But THERE, the Sxow- -DROP, meck and pale, | 


With MokN IN d's tears would oft 0 'erflow ; 3 


And there the BIRD or SORROW'S tale 
Repeated Mary's tender woe! | 


% An ] who has SEEN my GALLANT Box, 
In martial trim, and rich array? ? 

Ah! who has BEAR D my only joy 
SING to yon Moox, his roundelay 75 
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His laurel shines in yonder sky, 
The brightest of the starry train! 
Though in the grave his beauties lie, 

All crimson'd o'er with many a stain! 


« An! have you seen my DoxaLD brave, 

Enthron'd on yonder passing CLoup? 
Or gliding o'er yon whitening Wave, 

Or chaunting, midst the tempest loud! 2 

EY Now, o'er yon hill, the day-star peeps, 

| The merry Birps awake to glee! ; 

Low in the Grave, my DoxaLD sleeps, — 

Nor W their song, nor THI ves OF ME! | 


55 "Give me his SworD, of mickle fame; 5 

And give me TOO, his Bonner gay! = 

On the green-turf to CARVE his name, | 

And DECORATE his hallow'd clay! 

| ve costly Graves, where Monarcus lie, 3 

[- With Crowns and SCEPTRES, won by Broth! 2 

Vainly your glitt'ring baubles vie | 
With Dona v' 8 SworD, and Doxaro' 8 Worn! PF. 


* By 8 1 fading wk. | 
Paar o'er the thistled heath she stray'd ; 
Till, lost amidst the frowns of night, 

1 cold blast chill'd the beauteous maid; 
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Along the dreary, desart gloom, 

Her mournful song was heard to glide; 
« Wirth Joy,” she said, «I MEET MY Doom l' 
Then, sigh'd her Doxalp's name AND pied! 


np 


' WEEPING WILLOW. 


Buxzarna a reading Wirrow, 

A frantic Maipen mourn 'd; 

The mossy bank, her pillow, 

5 With drooping flow'rs adorn'd ; 

T he STREAM was gently loving. 

Beneath her dow ncast eyes; 

_ The BaEEZ Es, softly blowing, 
Were mingled with her sighs. 


| My Love,” said she, © lies dreaming, 
Beneath yon foamy deep; ; 

55 Where lonely SEA-BIRDS Screaming 
With restless pinions sweep! 

5 Ah! ! where is now the laurel, 

That bound his golden hair ? 

5 He wears a crown of Cox AL, 

Of PraRTs and JEWELS rare. 


TUE * WEEPING WILLOW. 


. A SYREN Nruen adores him 3 


Her Eu- RALD tresses loving. 
: laren rays betowing, © 
Her eyes like SarrRIEESõ beaming ; 


Her breast, with rapture 3 
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cc An! now, he beckons: miling, 


0 Her SYREN voice, beguiling, 


She sIN GS him to repose; 
While weeping Love implores him, 
TO hun impending woes! 
I see him, wak'd, * 
Upon his silv'ry bed; 
A wreath of SEA-WEEDS twining 
10 deck HER beauteous head! 


Illume the crystal flood ; 
From many a BRILLIANT stud; 
Her white- robe floats around; 


With bands of Run is bound! 


Enamour'd of her charms! 


Allures him to her arms ! ! 


Upon the green wave gliding 
: To Neerune's parry CELL, 
| Each ruffling breeze deriding, 


The Terror bear her SHELL! 
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6 Then, FARE THEE WELL, false rover! 
*'Tis now TOO LATE to save 4 
My grief will soon be over!“ 
She plung'd amidst the wave! 
Still Echo chaunts her ditty ; 
The STrE am its murm'ring keeps! 
The WII Low, bow'd in pity, 
Adorns her grade AN b WEEPS ! 
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Derap CuiLD of Exzmus! whose pow'r 


| Sheds horror o'er the darken'd WorLD; 
While Guosrs, with winding Sheets unfurPd, 
Welcome the murky hour ; - | 


| While CoNnsCIENC E, like a coward base, 


Awakes to madd'ning F EAR; 


When not a BREATHI NG THING is near, 10 
The records of the wounded Mind to trace! 


Then, o'er each glimm'ring STAR, 
Triumphant in thy viewless Cas, 


Thou sail'st across th* ETERNAL DOME, 
| Scatt'ring around thee, thick-wove gloom! 
The whirling Oxs its course pursues; 


But ah ! how mournfully obscure ! 
Where are its lustrous Gems, its Hues, 


Its MounTaixs, V ALES, and Rivers pure ? > 


1 
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Envelop'd in the black obtrusive sade, a 
 Ontivion 8 the 1 OEANTY and all its beauties fade. 


Trex, Seated on thy wy Khon Tow'r, * 
Lo pp of the SOLITARY Hou! 
Thou spread'st thy raven pinions wide, 
CATI Ox's vanquish'd charms to hide! 
And when the meek Moon's crystal eye 
Gleams on the jetty forehead of the > 
Thou bid'st each envious passing cloud, 
1 Her beamy CRESCENT faintly Shrowd, 
That o'er the lurid space, 
Thy million eyes may trace 
The Dex, where haggard GuiLTt retires, 5 
To hold fierce converse with the Demons fell, 
Link'd in thy fatal spell! e 
And while each twinkling star expires, 5 ES 
The wild winds shake the distant 5Pheres, . 


N And Nat 0 RE hides her face, bedew'd with CHILLING Ts A ns! 


| | Sovt- PENETRATING Groou 1 
Thou strict examiner of Human Trovcar! ! 
When the bright Ta PR's brilliant ray, 
Through the long PAINTED Hal, and Maxx Dowt, 
dheds artificial . | 
Thou com'st with all thy horrors fraught, 
*To beckon forth the GUILTY soul, © 
And: bend each stubborn nerve to thy SuprenE 
| ConTrouL! | 1 


. — 
— — — 


—— 
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| To lengthen a small span of TRANSITORY Pow” R | Y 


On N1car! thou SytcTRE bold! 
Thou parent of heart-chilling FEAR! 
Tnuou canst each hidden thought unfold; 
For ConSCIENCE will be heard, when THOU art near! 


And when the cheerful Dar, 
And all its raptures fade away, 
The TYRANT shuns his blood-stain'd Tuxongs | 
Deck'd in the tinsel pageantry of SHow, 
And, on his REGAL COUCH, ALONE, 
Resigns his breast to SILENT Wor; 
An! THEN, he traces back the hour, 
When, by AwziT10n led, 
| Devoted legions bled, 


Then Fancy paints the poorest Swain, 


That, on the bleak and barren plain, 5 


In his low Cor TA sinks to rest; 
Celestial Peace, the partner of his breast, 
Who, led by chearful LA BO UR to repose, 
F inds his rude pillow strew'd with many 4. THORNLESS 
Ros k. 


On ! HoRRiD NICHT ! | 
Thou prying MoniTor confest, 
Whose key unlocks the human breast, 
And bares each avenue to MexTaL Sicur ! 
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When from the festive Bow's, 


The frenzied Ho MIC IDE retreats, | 
And, in his bosom's cell, 
Essays each rising throb to quell ; 
Thy penetrating pow'r, | 
His sense with many a PHANTOM greets; . 
He rushes forth in wild amaze | 5 
' While down his brow the big drop «trays 3 3 
Then, from thy mist opake, 
| Deep groans assail his startled ears, 5, 
His limbs convuls'd with horror shake; 
And the short fey? rish Hou, : 
Sc is thy DREADFUL Pow 11 
Ax Ac of agonizing woe appears. 
7: mor SLEEP, the vengeful Fienvs deride, . 
[- Til the BLEST Sun. darts forth, to bid THY reign 
ubside! = . 8 


45 Rien glorious 15 the EASTERN Sky! 

The warm tints, rushing o'er the blue serene, 
8 O'er the tall mountain, Morn?'s effulgent eye 
Diffuses wide the renovated scene! 


The silv'ry Dew-proPs, Scatter'd round, 
Spangle the variegated ground; 
Or dress the waving woods, in klirt' ring pride, 
Or down the silky leaves, in bright succession glide ; . 


Then sultry Noon appears, 
Absorbing Nervs s ling'ring tears; 
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While o'er the TuyMmE-cLap heath, 
Faint with its scorching breath, 
The FLocks, and Hes, to covert move; 
The sun-burnt HI ND suspends his toil, 
And, plodding o'er the thirsty soil, 
Seeks the green-sod, and cool embow'ring grove * 
The murmuring Rive lulls his Mind to rest, | 
| While the Soft SOUTHERN BREEZE STEALS LIGHTLY | 


0 ER HIS BREAST: | 


Now, pensive hour, | 
Calm-bosom'd EvENING, THEE I bail! 5 
While o'er the perfum'd bow'r, 
I Thy balmy breathings gently sail; 
Meek handmaid of sublime repose, 
From whose calm eye the soft tear flows! 
As o'er the LanDsSCAPE'S glowing breast, - 
2 hou fling*st thy purple vest; 
While in the WESTERN spheres, 
Day's streamy radiance slowly fades, 5 
Till, wrapp'd in dusky shades, 
1 he pale HoxIZz Ox scarce appears; 
And as the melodies of Nature fail, 
The sullen BEETLE, , humming near, : 
Obtrudes upon thy pensive ear, 
That listens to the mournful Nis HTINGALE, 
The tangled dells, and sparry rocks among, 
Where, to the ISIN G MOON; she pours her LOVE- LO 
so G 


ol 
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TEN DaARK-BROW'D NIGHT, thou com'st again, 


With all thy melancholy train; 
| While Bars expand their leathern wings ; 
And Os forsake their ivy'd home, © 
0 er the blank solitude to roam; 
And the small Cricker sings, 
Near the dim embers of the COTTAGE fire, 


To warn n the village e with Ouxxs sab and DIRE ! 


2 ART THOU NOT, to M rapt breast, 

A dread, un elcome, startling guest; | 
„ when I quit the TRIFLING THRONG, 
To me, O SOLITARY Nicur! | 


Thou bring'st the soothing calm delight, 


Which charms my PENSIVE HEART, and WAKES 


| Muse's so 
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 Hexcs, park Desroxpkxc * 1 away! 
Parent of Fxexzy and DES PAI R! 

Go, seek the lurid haunts of CARE ; 
Nor here thy haggard form 9 

I hate thy ever scowling eye; ; 

Thy i icy hand; thy rending Sigh; 5 

Thy slow congealing, sullen tear; 
Thy listless pace; thy wither'd breast, 
That owns no DISTANT GLEAM of rest, 


No promis'd TRANQUIL HOUR, thy SouL's deep night to 
cheer ! | 


But come, raIR Hor k, heart-soothing maid ! 
Come, with thy beaming eye the gloom pervade. 
Smiling harbinger of pleasure! 15 ; 
Here unfold thy promis'd treasure ! 

At THY approach the weedy Bow's 

Blooms with many an op'ning FLow's; 
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The Sciks with brighter azure glow; : 
The STrEams in clearer windings flow; 


The BIx Ds, new melodies essay; 


Luxuriant FoLIAGE bends the SPRAY 3 j 


While all the glories of earth, sea, and sky, 


Proclaim, CELESTIAL Hors, that THOU ART Ken! 


Now, on my couch, where o'er my Mix p 
Dark.-brow'd DesPONDENCY reclin” 4. 


Fa air blossoms shoot! rich fragrance teems, 


To prompt young Fax Cx's rapt'rous dreams; 4 


While at my feet LETHEAx waters glide ; 


ETERNAL SILENCE, PrIESTESS of the tide ! 1 


Where FEELING, meek and trembling guest, 


Bathes 1 in the magic stream, her wounded breast, 


Care's deadly venom to destroy, 


Till, every pang forgot, She hails approaching Jor. 


Now banish'd from ELys1an vales and groves, 
 DesPponDEncCY, with moody Mapness, roves! 
Or sits upon the craggy mountain, Steep, 

Whose dizzy edge hangs shad'wing o'er the deep! 

The lightning's glare displays her form 5 


And while the deaf' ning whirlwinds blow, 


She views, uNMOv'p, the rising storm, 


That shatters the devoted Ba RK below! 
The SEa-B1RDs scream! the billows risc! 


The loud-ton'd thunder rends the skies! 
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The warring elements conspire, 

To taunt her breast with furious ire! 

| She seems their direst rage to brave, 

Till rising from the yawning wave, 
DESPAIR APPEARS, THE SPIRIT OF THE Derr! 
The whelming surge, her flaming pinions sweep; 
The howling winds, with louder clamours roar; 

The angry billows lash the rocky shore; = 
While livid lightnings, flashing round, 
Quench their blue arrows in the gulph profound! | 


And now, the 1 lakes ! 
And now, Desronbency awakes! 
And, rising from her hanging seat, 
Darts forth, DesPair to meet; 
And, lock'd within her cold embrace, 5 
Sinks, 'midst the horrors or TH' INFURIATE srack! * 


Now, the dreary tempest o' er, 
Madd'ning HoxkOx reigns no more! 
On the EasTERN summit bright 
Day unbars the gates of Light ! 
And rushing forward, rob'd in crimson fire, 
Bids sombre Nicar, and all HER TRAIN, RETIRE ! 


The sev'ring clouds dissolving fly; 3 


The soft breeze fans the glitt“ ring main! 
1 he lucid rill runs babbling o'er the plain, 
Its crystal breast reflects the glowing sky! 


=o 
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Hor comes, in heavenly colours drest ; 


| 


| Her golden pinions fan my breast ; 
Her eye with spreading lustre shines ; 
Her hand a beauteous chaplet twines; 
And pointing Fame's fair temple ' midst the skies, 
Bids, for my GRATEFUL Brow, a spreading Lavge 


rise! 


ODE 


To 


GENIUS 


N OW, by th? AoN IAN Ny mp Hs inspir'd! 
By glowing EMULATION fr'd! 
- Of Trex Nl sing, 1LLUSTRIOUS Map! 1 
In peerless majesty array'd! 

Who, ALL CREATIVE | ALL SUBLIME |! 


First sprang from the ethereal clime, 
To bid rapt MorTaLs trace = 
The bright infinity of space, 
Where Faux, of pure celestial birth, 
A starry wreath prepares, ro CROWN IMMORTAL Wogra!| 


 BresT Genivs ! pow r Civine 1 1 
Now, let the votive song be THINE; 
Nor thou, the PENSIVE Mus disdain, 
Who oft, by Fancy led, shall rove 
To soft ARcania's myrtle grove, | 
ro tune the PasTORAL Rep, or chaunt the srrves 
STRAIN ! 


ODE 70 GENIUS, 


— : —— — ; 


[ 


— ———p———_—_ — 


Or could her ankles k hand aspire 

To wake the loud resounding LYRE [ 
Where Pix pus rears its haughty crest, 
By rH immortal LauRELSs drest | 

Or on Parx ASSIAN heights sublime, 
Snatch from the passing wing of TIME, 
APLVuE, that smiling Hope might lave 
Deep in the HeLIicoxian wave!. 

F or thee, her burning hand hooks ling 
Extatic measures o'er the bounding string! [ 
Nor THOU, STAR-CRESTED NympH |! ole, 
0 The off'rings of an UNTAUGHT Muss, 


Who twines, amidst UNCULTIVATED bow” rs, 


FLOW RS. 


Provp PazexT of supreme delight! 
Thou Sun ! from whose rich source 
The lust'rous stream of mental sight 
Points to mortality, a glorious course! 
Tis thine with sweet controul 
To guide the sensate soul; 
To mark, on Txurk's enlig hen? d page, 
In ev'ry clime, i in ev'ry age, 
How empty earthly pow?r appears, 
A glitt'ring PHANTOM ! fraught with Fs EARS! 1 
How dark, the rugged paths of LITE! 
How planted with the thorns of strife! 
R 2 


A MALL, but FRAGRANT wreath, of NaTURE' S SIMPLEST 
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How paltry, WRALTH! how false the glare 
That dazzles round the REcar CHAIR! 
How fragile BEauTY?s blush! how poor 
The M1szs, *midst his countless store! 
When o'er the lab'ring Sons or CLay 
Thou scorn'st to spread * BROAD EFFULGENT RAV! 


 OGen1vs! at thy view, 

Low in the dust, the grow ling c: crew 
Fall, stricken like the meanest F LY, | 
2Midst torrid radiance, doom'd to die; 

Whilst THOU | whose tow? ring mind 
No sordid spells can bind, 
Far from human woe canst rise, 
To purer joys ! to brighter Skies! 
As the triumphant eagle bends his flight, 


To lave his LogDLY WixG, in FLoops OF BURNING | 


Licher! 


Oer HAVE I SEEN THEE, sportive! wild! 
Frolic NatuRE's playful child! 
With infant sweetness, weaving boughs, 


To hang on fickle Faxcy 's brows ! 


And with thy airy fingers play, 
in measures madly gay, | 
A song, that might kN AraTry INSPIRE! | 


Then wouldst thou snatch the Rosk-DECK'D LyRs, 


1 


Dr 


T! 


ODE TO GENIUS. 125 


71 
ö 


Then, sated with the *witching sound, 
Dash thy rapt Ly RE upon the ground! 
And o'er thy gaudy wreath, 
Such strains of tender PIT breathe, 
80 soft! 50 touching! $0 alluring! 
All the wounds of Pass 10 curing! 
That RAE itself, subdu'd, 
- List' "ning stood, in melting mood! 
: And FOLLY, wond'ring at thy pow'rs, 
Dropp'd from her giddy hand, her WREATH ( OF POIS'NOUS 
1 Low . 


Pve SEEN THEE, spurning SOLEMN 'Foos, 

Mock the vaunted lore of schools; 

And laugh to scorn the PeDaNT's art, 
That hides, 3 in LeanxIxc's Gans, TAE DULL DECEITFUL 


Haar! 


I've SEEN THEE, . in awful pride, 
With calm- brow'd W1spou by thy side, 
Unfolding precepts, richly fraught, 


With Szxns8 acuTE! and Deprn or TrovenT? 
Decking the front of! hoary- Tian 

With many a sober wreath, sublime! 

While ELoquexce, her store unbound, 

Scattei'd her fairest blossoms round! 

And HisT'zr, with recording finger, trac'd 

Scenes, by ExeIrinG IonoRkaNCE half-effac'd ; 
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Whilst THov, from cold OBLIVIOR's cave, 
Led the pale shadows of the SAIN TED Brave! 
An! TRHEN I've seen thee stamp each name 

On the ux PERISHABLE ROLLS OF FAME! 

And, smiling o'er the consecrated page, 


ANTICIPATE the BoasT, of MANY a FUTURE ACE! 


I'yVE SsEER THEE E, e the soul diffuse 
Th' electric fire that fills the Musz! 38 
| When o'er the PoEr's breast 
Thou Ning'st thy sunny vest; 
And stoop'st his throbbing brow to bind, 
| With wings to waſt the soaring mind 
Beyond the mists of mortal day! 
While from thy piercing eye, 
| Resplendent as its PARENT SKY, 
As stream of light shot forth, to mark HIS GLORIOUS War! ! 


Ah! lost to bliss are those, 
Low- THOUOCHTEDI DULL or Soul! 
Who, plodding through life's weedy woes, 
Neer felt the thrilling pow'r 
That wafts the intellectual hour; 
Or where PIERIAN fountains roll, 
Par rED, to taste the clear immortal wave, 
That heals the wounds of Fa TE, AND FLOWS BEYOND 
THE GRAVE! 


— — — ———— — ——— ͥ ͥ ́ꝗ— ͤ ͤu—ꝛ2ꝛ—— 


© Briss poet But to a certain bound; 
6. . tis AcoN x.“ | 


Mus. Garvitue 8 ODER To molrrragses. 


Nervs, with colours heav'nly pure! 
Her proudest attributes display'd ! 
ALI that could fascinate, allure, 

Inspire, or soothe, her skill essay*d ; 
She trac'd the Pass ro xs; at command, 
Fach yielded to her potent hand! 
| Love! ! Piry! Hor! by turns She drew; 
8 each, She found her pencil true ! 
| Til RayTuRE, darting o'er her sight, 
api l her glowing breast, Wick NEW AN D FIERCE 
Derionr. 


ODE TO RAPTURE, 


NarTvuRE, astonish'd at her charms, | 

Her bosom fill'd with wild alarms, 

Then seiz'd her magic pencil, gay, 
Dipp'd in the Rarnnow's brightest ray! 
She trac'd the Bl us n, the speaking EYE! 

The snowy Bosou, beating high! 

Yet o'er the languid Form, 

Extatic ! ! tender! timid ! warm! 

A SWEET Cox rusTlo& seem'd to steal, 

 Svcn as Nature's pencil faint, 
Trembling try'd, but COULD NOT PAINT; 

Yet, such as 388 ALONE COULD FEEL ! 


5 N ow, 3 at the work ihe made, 

She thus address'd the beauteous Shade, 

With throbbing pulses ! quiv' 'ring — 
And fond, adoring eyes! 
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Fairest offspring of the sky ! 

Swift, to mortal regions fly ; 

Go, in all thy softness dress'd; 

Soothe the sensate yielding breast! 

And show thy magic THRILL was oiv'n, 
To prove on EaRTH, a transient Hz ay? N. 5 


AJ NATURE SPOKE, half madd'ning at the view, 


The glowing Phantom fainter grew; 


Till, 


100 EXQUISITE TO LasT! the FLEETING FoRU 


DECAY'D, 


like a METEOR, glimm' ring through a hade, 


= a 


BOSWORTH FIELD. 


GILIDNG o'er the moonlight heath, 
Mark the fhad'wy tribes of Dzara! 
Fark! their airy voices ſay, T” 
Haste thee, MorrTarL! haste away! 


90 While our claching HALBERTS bright, 
Glisten, by the lamp of night; 

While our hoſts, i in hostile pride, 

O'er the thistled desart glide ; 


Le 


4 Soon shall turbid clouds absorb 
Spectred midnight's paly ORB! 

Soon shall Horror grasp its ray: 
Wand'ring Mox rar, haste away! 


0 Chilly blows the northern blast; 
Deadly dews are rising fast; 

Quit, oh ! quit this haunted Heath, 
| Sacred to the tribes of Death! 55 
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BOSWORTH FIELD. 


— Seel owls warn thee of the fate; ; 
Fly thee, ere it be too late! 


All is sad, and all is drear; 


5 Wherefore, Mortal, wander here p29 


All is l yon tack clovd: 
Soon the waning Moon will shroud ; 
All is dark! the moaning wind, 


Turbid yaponrs haste to bind ! 


Now, the sew'ring ies again 
Chear with light the spangled plain ; 5 


* STar thee, gentle wand'rer, Ta.“ 


Now low murmurs sadly say, 


What art thou, slow gliding by, 
With snowy robe, and glaring eye ? 
Quickly fleeting Shadow, say, 5 

| Whither wouldst thou bend oy way? 


Why it invite my 28595 along, 8 


To yon pale and warlike throng? ? 


| Wherefore wave thy lily hand, 
: Rock wing back the e band? 


8 5 Stranger, hear my cartel strain 45 


8 8 Ere the day-star gilds the plain; "I 
Ere the rosy beams of light 
Bid me fade from MoxTAL sight! 
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„ This is Boswon rz s fatal geld, | 

| Plough'd with many a shatter'd shield! 

This is BosworTH's silent grave, e 
Of CuIEFTAINs bold, and BowuEN brave! 


Here the flow'r of Ex LAN 's pride, 
Wading through a purple tide, 

Forc'd the ranks, the Tyrant led, 
O'er the heaps of Se 


cc While, Amidst a sea i hind; 
5 NorroLk * Oxrord 1 PevnROKE! stood; 
England's bane, and England's boast, 
5 Rusb'd to arms; a dauntlen Host! 


| « Vonder, valiant Ricuwond 's breast, | 
Onward to the Tyrant press'd! 
Vonder, mad with many a wound, 

PRE: Ricnann e che ground! 


ee « See, his gaben deep + 
5 With valiant BRANDON's + vital blood ; 
bee its crimson'd fragments glare, 
5 — 1 the a air! 


5 The Duke of Norfolk, Ea of Oxford; - and Earl of Peribroke. 
The former was ſlain at the Battle of Boſworth. 


+ Sir William Brandon, Standard- bearer to the Carl of Richmond; 3 


bellant Knight, slain by the hand of the e e at the Battle 
of Solworth, | | 5 
| ; "Bl 
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Start not, MoxrAL !—Hear my tale; 


3 See, my cheek so deadly pale; 
4 * Once the fairest, freshest flow'r, 
; Plac'd by heav'n in Leicesrer's * bow? r. 
; Peerless BEKTH a was my name; 
; First in beauty !—first in fame! 
i Gallant Hu BERT was my pride: 
. Honzzxr FELL !—and Barn DIED? ! 
| « Ermin'd robe, and tissu'd vest, 
0 Never more ſhall wrap this breast; . 
B Now, my death-bed trappings view, . 
All e with frozen dew! 1 
cs perfect was my Hunzar” D mind; 5 
Train'd to Arms by Love ref! ! 5 
Speaking was his hazle e 
Smooth his —— of l dye. 
PT Raven BLACK his glossy hair, i | 
Shading o'er his FOREHEAD fair; 5 Y 
| Nr6aT's impervious curtains S0 | 
Veil the MounTain's spotless Snow! 
„ Onward ruſh'd his PAL FRY white, 
q Deck'd with silver bosses bright; 
| BosskEs! doom'd their rays to shed 
; O'er my HuBerT's FUNERAL BED! 
| 5 „Leicester is the neareſt town to Boſworth Field. 
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46 Ober his lden! Hint gay, 
Gaudy plumage fann'd the day; 


HFapless PLumess ! ye wave no more! 


 HusnerrT's crest is DRENCH'D IN Gore ! 


When the Battle's fierce alarms 
Lur'd my Hero from my arms, 


= Wuo my parting throb can tell? 
5 Wo, but those—that love as well > 


. « But when, o'er the | tentad heath, 
| - Hoxror wing'd the lance of Death; 
5 5 When my gallant Hu BERT fell 


: N ONE, — my woes cnn tell. 


o Tatts dert Mons beheld n me rave 
Ober my mangled Lover's grave! 

CouxTLEss Moons shall see my ghost, 

Hlov'ring near yon shad'wy host! 


Nightly will I glide along, 
Tear the vast terrific throng! 


- Nightly ſhall my mournful strain 


| Echo ofer this haunted plain! 


For perchance, amidst the throng, 
| Huzerr” s Shade Shall catch the song; ; 
| Though a strain of rending Woe— 
 HuBzrr, BERTHa's strain will Know! 


5 
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«© Then, my Love again may join 
Tender sighs, and plaints, to mine ; 
Or, to some more peaceful shore 

We may glide, to part no more! 


ee See! the yellow dawn appears! 
Gentle wand'rer, check thy tears; 
See! my Snabow shuns the day! 
| Has rz THEE, MonTaL, HASTE awar! 


1 8 
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THE 


PILGRIM's FAREWELL. 


FROM THE ROMANCE OF 


VANCENZA.» 


| O'rs Desanrs untrodden, o o'er r moss-cover'd rs, 5 


1 have wander'd forlorn and alone; 3 


My tears I have mingled with dow-winding Runs, 


And the valleys } have echo'd 17 . ! 


I have s. Seen the \ wan 1005 N, 3 her silver veil peep, 


As she rose from her cloud- .dappled bed; 


I have heard the dread HurRICaNE yell *'midst the Derr, 


As the ee play'd over my head ! ! 


; When the RE beige, I saw the faint dawn, 


Ober the eastern hill, meekly appear; 


W hile each King cup, that droop'd on the dew-shining lawn, 


Fi rom its ee! lids — a soft tear. 


only in the THIRD and FOURTH editions. 
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I have seen the BRIGHT DayY-sTaR illumine the earth; 
I have hail'd the proud Sov*REIGN OT FIRE; 

I have smil'd on the PRIMROSE, just waken'd to birth ; 
1 have e behold it expire! 


How oft lane pitied the diaet of the Dove! 


How I've mus'd near the NiGuTinGaLE's nest! 
For, alas! when the mourner sings sweetly of Love, 
Tis soft SYMPATHY thrills erb breast! 


I have seen the tall F. OREST | 0 'ershadow the glade, 


And extend its broad branches on high; 


But, how soon have I mark'd its rich canopy fade, 


And its yellow leaves whirP'd to the ky! 


I have cighd o o'er the Sov; where some Loven was laid; 


I have torn the rude Wzrps from his breast ; ; 


x have deck'd i it with flowrets ; and oft have I Said, 


, 6 How 1 envy thy CABIN oF Rxsr! 15 


Thave trac'd the long 8 o'er the Wa vRꝰs silky green, 


When the storm gather'd over the Malx; "Ip 


1 have gaz'd with delight on the Lanpscare Serene, 


When che evening- bell toll! d « on the plain. 


| Exulting and gay, I have mild to behold | 


PROUD NATURE, Juxuriantly drest ; : 


1 have wept, when I saw her uncover'd and cold, 


And the winter- blast howP'd 0? er her breast. 
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Since SUCH are the scenes of this journey of CARE, 
Since each pleasure is mingled with pain, 


„ 


Still let me the raptures of SYMPATHY Share, 


And my bosom shall 5coRN TO COMPLAIN. 


Though destin -d to wander o'er mountains of now, 
Vancenza! ! O mansion divine! 
Thy Pilgrim shall smile at his j journey of woe, 8 


And his heart, HIS WARM HEART SHALL BE THINS! | 


— r 


— 
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STANZAS 


' WRITTEN ON THE FOURTEENTH OF FEBRUARY, 1792, | 


MY VALENTINE, 


Com, Hors, a sweep the trembling string; ; 
5 Drop from thy pinions balm divine; * 
While, drooping o 'er my Ly RE, Ising 
The graces of my VALENTINE. 15 
| Ah! Gracrs, fatal to my peace, 7” 
Why round my heart your mischiefs twine? 
Say, barb'rous Love, can aught increase 


The TziumPus of my VALENTINE ? 


No more about my auburn hair 

The sparkling Gus shall proudly vie; 

The CEvrzrss, emblem or DEsP AIR, 
Shall there, 2 a a faded chavler die. 

Voung dimpled PEI SURE quits my breast, 
To seek some gaudier bow'r than mine, 

Wnere LOW CAPRICE, by Faxcy arest, 


Enthrals my truant VALENTIxXEI 
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The ROZ EN brook, the mountain SNow, 


The Pears that on the thistle sine, 


The vorTHERN winds, that ILL blow, 


Are EMBLEMS of MY VaLENTIN „ 
Pale Sorrow Shades the quiv'ring flame 
That gleams on TRUTRH“'s neglected chrine, 
Fann'd by those Sighs which still proclaim, 


Tf How MUCH [ LOVE THEB, VatexTISE! | 


Whene' er oe] icy nd of 1 


Shall grasp this sensate frame of mine. 


On my cold lip the fleeting breath 


Shall murmur forth—Dear VaLexTine! ! 


Then, o'er my Grave, ah! drop ONE Tran, 


And, sighing, write this Þ PENSIVE line— 45 


„ A FAITHEUL HEART lies mould'ring here, 


ce That well deserv'd ITS s VaLenTIxe! yo. 
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Inſeibed to a Friend, when confined by severe Indoor, in 
| March, 1793: | 
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= Ye Glades that just open to greet the blue Sky, | 


All encircled with Woodlands bespangl'd with dew; 
From your borders, once cherish'd, disgusted I fly ; 
F or your beauties are faded J 28 ES. | your hue, 


d 


0! 1 3 rüde River; who banks 1 behold 


 Undelighted and mournful, no longer you please; Lp 


Nor the deep azure bells, nor the cowslips of gold; 155 
Nor your smooth glassy bosom o'ershadowd with tree. 


; Yon Mountain, 1 i align the soul, 


Never more will I climb at the dawning of day; 3 
Never more to the turf-cover'd meadows I'll Stroll, 
Or on n beds of young Primrotes carol my lay. 


F or, a ADES, 60 your sod with wy love I ve ths 


When the red beams were rushing the foliage among, : 


When the last glowing shadow of EveninG expir'd, 


And the Rocks rung responsive t to iron J 50ng. 
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And thou, lucid River, I've sat by thy side, 
To behold his dear form in thy clear glassy breast, 
When ths Moo x spread her light o'er thy soft rolling tide, 

| 5 And the wise were content with the dulness of rest. 


And thou, craggy MouNTaIx, where oft I have stray'd, 
Io behold from your summit, the thatch of his cot; 
Like the slow-winding River, the dew-spangled Glade, 


e 


To And the thick woven Woodlands —BE EVER FORGOT. 


Sr! NaTurE is sadden'd by SYMPATHY'S tears, 
Since my Lover no longer enlivens the day ; | 
And forlorn shall she be, till her darling appears, 
: As the Rose droops its head when the SUN FADES AwWA L. 


To 


LISARDO, | 


 _— 


[ 


On his recovering from a long Indisposition, in May, 1793. 


Go, parny Gals, and tell Lisarvo's . 
That HEALTH comes smiling on the wings of Monx 
Tell him, that sw. cet Repose approaches near, 


"T9 banish fey” rish | Dars, and Nienrvs forlorn. 


Brightly the SUN-BEAMS on the mountains break, 


+: 


And whisp' ring ZkErhy Ks shake their wings around; 


The Dav-s TAB steals away in lustre meek, 


And spreading glories gild the dewy ground. 


Exulting Proba opes her varying hues; ; 


The VaLLey smiles, the verdant H11ls look gay 3 3 


From her abundant store, PkorusioN strews 


4 he buds and tints * weed May. 


The lofty woodlands wave their leafy heads, 
To wake the plumy trav'llers of the air; 
The low-born lilies, on their humid beds, 


Expand their spotless bosoms, fresh and fair. 


— 
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Slow winds the brawling RIVER through the vales; 

Down the rough rock the roaring torrents flee z ; 
The high pois'd Lank on floods of ether sails. 

5 To greet the Lord or LicurT with songs of glee. 


Soft is the perfume of Mon n's beauteous breast, 
And soft the murmurs of the insect train; 
While Na1vse's hand, with pearly lustre drest, 


Leads TIr-TOoE P.EASURE o'er the glitt'ring plain. 


5 For thee, LISA RDO „she unfolds her store; | 
For thee she weaves a garland, proudly gay: 
Come then, my FRIEN p, the lib'ral Ny H adore 


And own, that RayTure is the child of Mar. 


And while returning HEALTH pervades each nerve, 
As April Suns disperse the WI TRY gloom, 
The sad rememb'rance of pasT © wos, shall serve 


« For swEET DiSCOURSES in our TIME To come,” 
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THE 


ADIEU ro FANCY. 


INSCRIBED TO A FRIEND. 


WIEN [0 I 8 THEE, Fancy? $ aid | 


A Mive of peerless worth display d; 
A thousand Graces hourly stole, 


In — visions, o'er my soul. 


For Fancy de the haft of Love, 
And bids fantastic visions move 

In mystic mazes round the breast, : 

| In Hopz's delusive colours dress'd. 5 


"Tis Fa xc wings the Por T's thought 
With classic Tas, ſublimely fraught; ; 
And bids the fount of Rx as0N flow, 


With smooth delight, or ruffled woe. 


F ull oft the gentle Sy LEH I've seen „ 
With Soothing smile, and sportive mien, 
When wand'ring to her fairy bow'rs; 

She bound my grateful breast with flow'rs. 
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And oft with flatt'ring HorE she came, 
To twine a wreath of promis'd Fa uE; 
Vet, *midst the laureÞd gift I found 


Full many a thorn, we breast to wound. 


Oh! then she brooght, my mind. to calm, 
| Persuasive FRIENDSHIP's Soothing balm ; 3 
And SYMPATHY, with throbbing breast, 

 InPiry's s specious semblance drest. : 


- Yet, Fs RIENDSHIP 8 beautcons form, I found, 
. Would start aghast, at SORROW'S wound; 


And SYMPATHY'S slow trickling tear | | 
5 Would cease to flow, when Gais Was near, ; 


1 3 1 | N 


1 Faxcy” s aid | little owe; 


No more her dazzling charms III view, 
; For Tims has prov'd each vision TRUE, 


Then let me own, the tranquil scene 
The constant thought, the smile serene, 
And know myself supremely blest! 
Drerirrur Faxcr- TAK THe AESGT I 


THE 


MORALIST. 


Hit the hollow moaning Wixp 
Sweeps along the midnight air, 


Sullen as the GuILTY MIND; 
Hidden source of dark despair. 


See, the death-wing'd LIoRTNINO ffy; 
: Desolation marks its way! os 
Fatal as the vengeful EYE, 

Fixing on its destin'd prey. 


: Dreadful ThuxDER s, threat'ning roll, 
Vievwless, *midst the turbid clouds ! 
So, the fierce relentless soul 

Har E'S empoison'd arrow shrouds. 


| See, the billowy Her bien; | 
Sway'd by ev'ry wav'ring wind, 
| Rises, foams, and sinks to rest, 
| FIckLE as the HUMAN MIND! 


sweetly blooms the Ros r of May, 
Glitt'ring with the tears of Mo ant 
So insidious SMILES betray, | 
While they hide the treach'rous Tx HORN, 
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| THE MORALIST. 


Mark gay SUMueR' $ e prime, 


Shadow'd by the twilight gloom ; ; 
So the ruthless wing of Trug 
\ Bends the FairEsT to the Toms. 


MorartisT! where'er you move, 
O'er vast NaTure's varying plan, 


Ev'ry changing scene shall prove, 


As AD Ep ITOME OF Ma Nl 


STANZAS 


1 0 
MY BELOVED DAUGUTER, 


On seeing her gather ſome Pensces®, 


N rash Maid; thy hand restrain; 
: Nor with yon gentle victim stain 

A breast so fair, 80 true! 

Ah! think, the little e harmless flow” r 

Lives but a transient sunny hour, 


Ere doom'd to fade like you. 


T hough silken chords around it twin' d, 
8 One sad, short day, its stems may bind; 
Vain i is the harsh decree! 
ts magie form no spell can hold; 
Still shall it triumph uncontroul'd ; 


For THOUGHTS are ever free. 


And if those Bups „so sweet, 80 fair, 5 
Can 'scape the bold intruder's snare, 
THEIR triumph should be THINE 3 
For, like thy pure and tender heart, 
THEY scorn the feeble aid of Arr, 

And glow with charms divine. 


* Pence is the French word for tE¹ν bes. 
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Then let soft SYMPATHY prevail; 
No more the gentle leaves assail! 
An ! let them bloom THEIR RoUR! 


Take not what bounteous NaTURE gave; 


But learn to cherish, and to save; 


TREN TRIUMPH IN THY Pow's | 


STANZ As 
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AUTHOR OF A CELEBRATED TRAGEDY. 


Trs Raixzow glows with orient dyes, 
 Amidst a show'r of EVExIxc' 8 tears; 1 
| And brighter, through dark low” ring Skies, 
fy The burning oo of a 


: Through the thick mists of Ebon air, 

The dazzling lightnings shoot their way 3 . 
0. *midst the clouds of dire despair, 

| Transcendent Gex1vs darts its ray. 


8 tissue· vested Queen of Night 
| Sails o'er the leafy-curtain'd bowr's; : 

While round, like silver spangles bright, 
Heaven's dews adorn the FAIREST FLow'ss, 


| Thus, when thy TaLE of gentlest woes, 
The sensate MIN p enraptur'd feels, : 

Ober the soft Eve, where feeling glows, 
The lucid veil of Pity Steals, 


— 6 | 
Those On ns, that like the di'mond burn, 
When gem'd with passion's tears, Wopire : 


STANZAS. 
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Delicious Love's benign return, 


And pierce the Sour through F.00Ds or Figs! 


But when thy radiant Most ascends 
The loftier themes of magic art, 
Such rapture with her pathos blends, 


That tears of madd'ning transport tart! 85 


The touch that boist'rous Fol LW knows, 


Extatic joy shall vainly boast ; 


While GRIEF such melting pow”: 'r bestows, | 


That Pain 1 in thrilling Br.18s 3 is lost ! 1 


Let vTHERs court the cportive M vet, | 


And strike the ear with flippant art; 


: Whilst thou, a prouder Strain shalt chuse, | 


4 strain THAT VIBRATES ON THE Hranr! 


STANZAS, 


| PRESENTED WITH A GOLD CHAIN RING. 


On! ink these little easy chains; 


And may they hold you while you live ; 5 


- Fe or know, each magic link contains 


The richest treasure I can give! 


An EMBLEw—earnest of my Love! 


PURE as the gold that forms the toy; 3 


| The more tis try'd, the more *twill prove 


Beyond the touch of base ys 


As EVEN as the Lixks shall be 


The giver's Mix p, that scorns to range; 
And like the HEART ate for thee, | 
They oP: be BROKE ! but cannot change! ! 


Then, take the little inks toy, 


And may it never quit thy sight; 


| And let it be my proudest joy, 


To know my Crains, though lacing, LIcur! 


: W 


THE 


NUN's COMPLAINT. 


FROM THE ROMANCE OF 


VANCENZA. | 


| Wrram this Jrin and lens gloom 


Forlorn Lovisa pines, unknown ; * 


Fa ate shrouds her 1 in a living tomb; 


And Heav'n relentless hears BY groan! 1 


Vet, glim'ring through the shades of woe, : 


Ay Ta EAR of fond regret shall flow. 


von lofty wall, that mocks my grief, : 
Still echoes with my EveninG pray'r; 


The gale that fans the trembling leaf, 


Shall waft it to the realms of air ; . 
Till, prostrate at the throne of Heavy” n, 


8 Loves Shall be 1 n. 


x 
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Or, if to endless sorrow born, 

If doom'd to fade a victim here, 

Still pining, friendless, and forlorn, 
Ah! let RxTIOIOx drop one tear! 


Like holy incense shall it prove, 
To heal the wounds of hopeless Lo vB! 


Ye black'ning clouds that sail along, 
Oh! hide me in your Shades profound ; 


Ye whisp'ring breezes, catch my 500g, - 


And bear it to the woods around: 


Perchance some hapless TRAV'LLER 's ; feet 
May wander near this dread retreat! 


Ah! tell him, Love? 8 delicious; strain : 


No rapture yields, no joy inspires, 


Where cold RELICIOx“ s icy chain 


Has long subdu'd its quiv'ring fires! 
No ray of comfort gilds the gloom _ 
That marke the with'ring Ves rar“ 8 tomb! * 


T he RUBY GEM, Within my breast, 
Now faintly glows with vital heat ; | 


Each warring passion sinks to rest ; ; 


My freezing pulses slowly beat! 
Soon shall my languid eye - lids close, 
And DRArn's stern nett Seal my. woes! * 
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ts 
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Then, when the VIROIN's matin song 
Shall 'midst the vaulted roof resound, 
_ Haply the tune ful SERAPEH throng 
Shall whisper gentle Pity round; 
While VisrTve, sighing o'er my bier, 
Shall drop, unseen, 4 SAINTED Tear! 


STANZAs. 


Wer the bend blast of Wix TEA howls o'er the bine hill, | 
And the valley is stripp'd of i its verdant array, | 
WhentheMcomn faintly gleams o'erthe frost-silver'd spray, | 
And the yellow leaves flit o'er the the ice mantled rill: | 


The poor simple Orrs RING of labour and care, 

By his turf-lighted hearth, sits resign'd to his lot, 
While the flame of aſfection illumines his cot, 
And the often- told tale cheers the dn: despair. 


Fo or him the blest beam of the coul-speaking e eye, 

The smile of pure Love, have their raptures in store; 
And though the wild storm round his threshold shall roars 
He Sinks to Soft Slumber, and dreams but of Jor. | 


No nor ELESsSs fond Pass10N corrodes in his breast; 
His rude rushy pillow invites to repose; „ 
No couch of light down and rich fragrance he knows, 

But he knows what 15 SWERLer—A Parra OF Rusr | 15 


For, what are the pleasures the world can bestow=-- 
The gay, mirthful scene, or the banquet profuse ? 
What the laurel of Fame, or the song of the Muss, 

When the heart bleeds in SILENCE, the victim of Won? 


hill, 


pray, 


= 
& 


| roars} 


58, | 
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* 
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O'er each prospect of bliss, that fond Fancy illumes, 


The fix'd brow of PRUDENCE frowns sadly severe, 
While my cheek, warm with blushes, i 1s chill'd by. ER $ 


tear, 


And the Sigh of REGRET fans the flame that consumes: 


For, perish the heart that can meanly desire 


The cold balm of PIT v to sooth its despair! 
My passion shall ccorn the dear object to Hare, 


And, exulting in Silence, shall proudly expire! 


Yes,in SILENCE, PROUD SILENCE, Ill muse o'er his worth, 


Though REFLECTION RAM. Steal the taint ye: from my 5 
| Cheek, | | | 
Though my Eye 8 faded lunre i its poison Shall ak,” 


And my heart- bursting sighs bend my F RAM E to the EAR Tu! 


Then rest, my sad boscom—henceforth be at peace! 5 
Thy Hor ks and thy AxulsH will Shortly be o'er: 
Stern PRUDEX CE shall frown on thy Pass10N no more; 


For in DeaTH's cold embrace all thy sorrows shall cease ! 


A— — 


8 4 . ä 


ed 5 —ã— 


c J. 0=morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrows 
© Creeps in this petty face from Cay to 45. | 
“ To the last Hllable of recorded time. 
SHAXESPEAR'S MACBETH, 


REFLECTIONS. 


Ak WHO o has pow'r to gay, | 
 To-morrow? s Sun shall warmer glow, 
And os er this gloomy Vale OF Woe : 

" HF a N ray ? 


| "Aki WO 1s: ever sure, 

bs hough ALL that can the soul delight, 

| T H1s Hou enchants the wond' ring eight. 
These raptnces will endure ? ? 


- 6 there, in L1re's dull toil, 
Oe certain moment of repose, 
OE ray todissipate our woes, 
And bid RerLEcTioNn smile: 


What is the MinD or Man? 

A Caaos where the Pass10Ns blend, 
- Unconscious where the Mass will zxnD, 
Or when it first ECA ! 


FP: 
&f 
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In CHILD HOOp's thoughtless hours, 
Mie frolic through the sportive day; 5 
Each path enchanting, sunny, gay, 


— ALL deck'd with gaudy flow'rs! 
In Lire's maturer prime, 
We wander still in search of Peace ; 
5 And, as our weary toils encrease, 


rade in the glooms of Tine. 


From scene to scene we Stray, 
Still courting PLEASURE's fickle smile; ES 
While 5a, delighting to Wale, . 
Sell e W . 


We ek Hort 8 . 445 
We think the lovely PHanTOM pours 
Her balmy 1 incense on those flow' rs, 7 


Which e but to fade! 1 


. court Love! 8 thrilling darts 
And when we think our joys supreme, 
We find its raptures but a dream _ 
Its boon, A WOUNDED Hearr! * 


We pant for lit ring F. aug; ; 5 | 
And when pale Envy blots the Pace, 
: That might have charm'd a future age, . 

We find 'tis 1 bye: A Nang, 


— —— EEE 
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We toil for paltry ORE; 
And when we gain the golden prize, 


And Dran appears !—with aching eyes 


We view the uvszIESs STorE! 


We bask in FxIENDSHIP's beam; 
_ But when malignant CaREs assail, 

And ForxTtune's fickle favours fail, 

We find *T1s BUT A DEA! 


Wee pine for idle joy; ; 


IxTEuP'RAN CE leads to sure decay; 


The brightest PæoS EO Ts fade away; 
The sweetest soo EST cLOY |! 


How frail 3 18 Bravry? 8 bloom! 
The dimpled Cukrk-the sparkling Erz, 
Scarce SEEN, before their wonders va 
2 To decorate A TOMB! 1 


Then, since e this fleeting breath | 
Is but the Z EPTHY E of a day, 


Let Conscitncs make each Minute, Gay! | 


And brave the Shafts of Dratu! 


And let hs 6 gen”! 'rous Mio : 
With Pirr view the erring throng, 

: Applaud the x10 HT- forgive the WRONG, 
And FEEL for ALL - ManxinD? *. 


Sl | 
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Fox wWHO, ALas ! shall say, 


« To-uoRROw's SUN shall warmer glow, 


« And o'er this gloomy VALE of Woe 
« Diffuse A BRIGHTER Ray.” 


— 
1 


Tur 19944 . Hom LesB14' s eye, 
Down her soft cheek i in pity Hows 3 5 

As Er HER drops forsake the sky, 
iT 0 cheer the  drooping, W Nosz. 


. 


| For, like the Sun 5 ws eyes diffase : 
O'er her fair Face so bright a ray, 

That Tears must fall like heav'nly Deus, 
Lest the TWIN Neat fade away. 


Ant cease 5 sad prophetic song; 
Which says, © thou wilt not love me long 1 | 
Lest, by reproach so keen from you, 

My Drarn oy prove the sentence TRUE! x: 


But er say, thy F AITH to prove, 
No earthly pow'r can change thy love:“ 
Such bliss the gentle thought will give, 
I'll proudly own its TRUTH—AND LIVE ! 


To 


THE SAME. 


AH! tell me not that jealous fear 
Betrays a weak, suspicious mind : 
Were I less true, and thou less dear, 
1 should be blest, and chou be kind 1 


hut while, by giddy Fancy led, 

In search of Joy you wildly rove,— 
Say, can my M1np be free from Sou, 

| Whenev'ry sense is chain'd by Love? 


Vet, soon my anxious fears shall cease, 
Since I am doom'd from THEE to part ; ; 
That day will give me lasting peace; 


. oh! that day WILL BREAK MY HeakT! 


1 


THE SAME. a 


5 ON the base shrine of sordid Love, 
Lay all the gems of IN DIA's shore! 
My mind such gifts will never move : 
Give me thy H anr—I ask no more! ! 5 


Or, if thou think'st thy throbbing breast 7 
: Would scarce endure a vacant 1 05 
Ah, set thy fearful He ak at rest; 
II. Is thee MINE, to > fill its rde! 


-\ 


T9 


THE SAME. 


SA not, that minutes swiftly move, 
When blest with those we fondly love; 
Alas! each moment seems to me 

An Age of: SIG one with THEE! 


But torn away from THEE, my friend, 

The weary scene would quic/ly end; 

For like the lightnings, fraught with ill, 

The pang, e SHORT, WOULD SURELY. KILL | F 


SONG, 


INSCRIBED TO MARIA. 


MY BELOVED DAUGHTER, 


_ Tin Ros: that hails the morning, 
- Array'd i in all its sweets, 
Its mossy couch adorning, 
The Sun enamour'd meets ; ; 
vet, when the warm beam rushes 
5 Where, hid 3 in gloom, it lies, 
85 O'erwhelm -d with glowing blushes, 
The hapless victim dies! + 


| Sweer Main, this Ros discovers 
How frail 1 15 Beauty? 8 doom, 
: When F latt? ry round it hovers 
10 spoil its proudest bloom. 
Then shun each gaudy pleasure 
That lures THEE on to fade, 
"And gaard THY Beauty? 8 treasure, : 
2 decorate A SHape! 5 


TRE 


SNAKE AND THE LINNET. 


4 FABLE. 


BESIDE a Woop, whose lofty shade 
| Ofercanopy'd the neighb'ring glade, - 
Where no rude wand'rer's step was seen 
To print the dew that gem'd the green; 
Where many a wild- flow'r, scatter'd round, 
Shed fragrance 0? er th* enamePd ground; 
Beneath a branch, of verdant hue, 
To chaunt its lays, a LIN NET flew 3 
Tir'd of its life, it sought repose, 
And pour'd its plaint, to sooth its woes; 
For long the tuneful feather'd choir 
Had vex'd its heart with envious ire; 
And, conscious of its sweeter lays, 
With insult mock'd its harmless days. 
Its soft song echo'd through the grove, 
Mild as the murmurs of the Dove ; 
Not een the LA RE's melodious throat 
Could emulate its thrilling note. 


— 
— 
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Oft, at still EvexinG's hour, it flew 
To sip the drops of scented dew 
That, trickling from the cowslip's head, 
- Adorn'd with pearls its mossy bed; 
While Owrs and Ravexs, hov' ring near, 
With screams discordant din'd its car; 
For hateful to the envious throng, | 
| Are the sweet sounds of” witching song; 
And vainly Shall its magic steal 
| O 'er the dull mind that cannot feel. 
Near, ona bank, with flowrets drest, ; 
A Speckled REPTIIL E form'd its nest; 


Oft would it writhe | in wanton play, 


And bask beneath the solar ray. 

The Swake the gentle WarBLER spy'd 
In all its charms—in all its pride; 
And, dazzled with its lustrous * 

Its shining form, its brilliant eyes, 
Flew round its head with curious gaze, 
And wanton'd 'midst its leafy maze; 
But, ah! the LINNET's 'witching Strain 
Assail'd its TASTELESS Ears in vain; 

For the fell Sx AKE, with murd'rous art, 
Glanc'd at its breast, and sTruNG ITS HEART! 


»Tis thus the fairest forms invite, 
| With glitt'ring charms, the wond'ring sight: 


Z 


1590. THE SNAKE AND THE LIN VET. 


We gaze upon the beauteous mien, 
Nor dread its mischiefs, while unseen ; 

Nor feel, that mopesT WorTH CONFESS'D, 
Enflames with rage the ENVIOUS BREAST; 
While Mean and ruLsoME FLaTT'RY finds 

A welcome pass —TO vULGar MINDS. 


* . ——_ 
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IMPROMPTU | 


ON AN 


 ANTIQUATED AND SPLENETIC BEAUTY. 


F, 


I 


WIN Mr xa bloom'd at gay fifteen, 


Mankind proclaim'd her Beauty” 8 Queex, 


And ev'ry heart ador'd her! 


Now My Aa trembles at threescore ; 


The barb'rous sex, alas! no more 


A single glance afford her! 


Now SLANDER occupies her hours, 


And SPLEEN her wither'd frame deyours ; - 


Of envious fate complaining ! ! 


Tis thus we see the Ros x decay, 


And all its beauties fade away, 


The Thorn alone remaining! 


| STANZAS 


TO THE MEMORY OF A YOUNG LADY. 


| As Heav*n's own BEAM awakes the gentle flow'r, 
And sheds its beauties midst refulgent day; 
So, by the sacred influence of its pow'r, 
The fragile blossom droops, and fades away. 


Thus, by each rare, celestial gift adorn d, 
The meek Louisa flourish*'d—and decay'd; 
The purer graces to their HR Av'x return'd, 
And only left to Earth, a beautoous chade. 


Yet shall fond Mem RY oft call t to view, | 


Those saint- like VIX TVEs, once to mortals giv? n; 
While fond Regret shall pay the tribute due, : 5 
And point to kindred Souls, THE PATH ' To Heav? N. 


” — —ů — — 
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| . fragrant Ros: * unfold U blushing breast; | 
That breast, with aromatic charms replete-!. 
There let my eyes a thousand beauties greet, | 
While with the pearly tears 1 80 . — a 


Come, let me press thee- to my trembling lip, 
Breathe on thy silky leaves of loveliest hue, 

And, from each crimson fold, blest balsam APs: 
* my pale cheek thy emblem to renew. 


Delusive TIED] a. killing frost severe 

Withers thy soft enclantments while I gaze; 
T he rude gale round thy op' ning bosom play 8, 
And holds in crystal bonds, morn's lucid tear; 
STILL, vanquish'd ROSEI STILL art thou dear to me, 5 


F rost- -nipt in youth, and doom'd to rave like THEE, 


a : — 


— * 


———— 
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SONNET 


WRITTEN ON THE SEA SHORE. 


11 


| You smooth expanse, that wooes the en ray, 
To spread a golden mantle o'er its breast; 
Or when serene, in em'rald lustre drest, 


Wich panting bosom meets the rising day! 


d So calm, so lovely, to the Wax D'RER'Ss eye! 
Ah! little does the hapless victim know 


That treach'rous QI HESAN DS, and rude Roc! s of w woe, | 
Conceal'd beneath the 5 surface lie; - 


— 


5 T ill the dread 3 CANE, with boist rous Meni 

1 Howils from all points to rouse the sleeping wave; 

1 5 While, thron'd upon the wind, remorseless Drarn 
Points to his dark dominion of the Gravs! ! 


8⁰ Moxrars, led by PLEASURE'S smiling train, | 5 


Grasp at the RoSEATE Wararn, and find the Thorns of 
N Pax! 


SONNET 
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AMICUS. 


hm 


WHEN the poor Ex1Lz, who, the live- Jong night, 


Mark'd the pale moon-be am trembling on the wave, : 
Doom'd, cold, forlorn, the howling winds to brave, 
From the bleak mountain, Spies Morn's silv'ry light; 


Soon he forgets his toilsome journey past, 
With patient smile descends the rugged Steep, 
And in the valley, shelter'd from the blast, 

Looks gaily forward, and forgets to weep ! 


80 the _ Trav? LLER, ta this world of care, 


Led through the mazy labyrinths of pain; 

Sooth'd by false vows, and chill'd by cold disdain, 
By turns, the slave of Hope, and dark Despair; 5 

Still finds the balm, his anguish to beguile, 


In TRUTH s unerring voice, and FRIENDSHIP's TEMPER” D 


SMILE, 


SUPREME, ENCHANTING Po wr! forum whose blest source 


Tis thine to check OryreEssION? s baneful course, | 


5 T by calm ad open eye alike Miedains” 


| The wealthy Sy coPHAXxT, in gilded chains, 


5 O Wi ador'd ! ; «ill let my derne tian 


Let tinsel GLoRIES deck the brow of CARE; 


Pitying the servile SLAVES—UNPITIED BY THE PROUD ! 


SONNET 


„ 


INDEPENDENCE. 


The human mind receives its purest joys, 


And smile 8 on AMBITION” 8 toys! : 


The Tyrant 8 threat, and the smooth FLATT“ RE R s art; 


Or the PAIR W that hides the RECREANT HEART. 


T hy conscious joys, thy extacies divine! 


 ConTExT and INDEPENDENCE shall be mine! 
So, will J shun the base and little crowd, 


SONNET 


To 


An! BEAUTEOUS rann ! Shall I still believe, 


And, charm'd with dazzling vissions, cease to mourn? 
Wilt thou not still, with dulcet voice, deceive, - 
And promise raptures, that will ne'er return? 


Oft have I seen thee hov'ring o'er my breast, 


Thy sILV'RY Wix s diffusing lustre round ; 


Oft hast thou spread with FLow'ss a couch of rest; 


And oft my brows with BUDDING LauneLs bound! 


Yet, ere the Moxx of 15 5 radiance spread, 
Dim shadows veil'd the glories of the hour; 


And o'er the sunny prospect darkness shed! 
Then fly, deluding Pax rou, from my bow'r, 


Where RESIGNATION, by calm Reasox bd, 
Shall smooth the path of F. ark, nor court r 
rabacn' ROUS Po we * 


* 
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SONNET. 


Written at Sea, in the Month of September, 1792. 


Wans « o'er the waste of waters, Jou and deep, | 


I dimly trace the cliffs of Al BIOx's shore, 
While low'ring shadows o' er the Oc EAN rep, 
And wild winds whitle, as the billows r roar ; 


ro dor the poor hopeless Marines I weep, | 
For friends far off, and destin'd to deplore, 
Who on their downy pillows Safely sleep, 


While ue, alas! is doom'd 7o ace no more, 


Vet, why should Fancy, oTH ERS woes reveal? 
Have I not felt the rudest storms of Fate, 


And prov'd each pang the hopeless breast can feel ? : 


Then, FoRTuNE, I defy thy fiercest hate! 
Henceforth each sensate nerve be hard as ect: ; 


For where DESPAIR resides, REFLECTION comes 


LATE! 
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SONNET. 


To 


WHEN, oer the darken'd globe, the . of night 


Sprinkle soft dews, or fan the chilling wind; 
The solitary Lover, hid from sight, 
On the bleak Roc 658 Sits SEEN reclin'd 1 


Fi wwe in the pelle of 0 thought, . 


Unmov'd he hears the waves that dash below; Ts ; 


While his fond heart, with dire distraction fraught, 


Feeds on the misery of ling'ring woe! | 


But when the jocund day, ah the Hirrs = 


Lifts its bright crest, the murky shadows fly ; 
Hope's soothing voice his soul with rapture ills, 
And checks the tear, just trembling i in his eye; 3 


So the lov'd Muss flies from the vapid throng, | 5 


Till charm'd, and waken d, by THY DULCET Soc. 
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MEMORY. 


0 Taos] whose vivid TABLET still retains b 
Ascene diversified with colours fair; 
Where yet the glowing HAND of YouTn# remains, 
Arrested * che envious naar of Care; 1 


Where flow? rs and alone; prend 3 wet, 
ST1LL please and fascinate my pensive eye; 
And Time, with tardy pinions, gliding by, 
Spreads a calm soothing shade, my sense to greet! | 


Still to my mind; Sonseliüg 1 bring; 
And when my Summer Morn shall fade away, 


And WINTER bids thy TABLET PURE, decay, 
White-bosom'd Fa 1TH shall point ETERNAL SrxIxc; 5 
For, as I trace thee back, with mind serene, 


Fair CONSCIENCE bids me SMILE, NOR DREAD THE 


CLOSING Scens! 


1 


SONNE. 


1 0 


FAME. 


ProUD CHILD oF Genivs | whose immortal hand 
| Binds the BEsT WRreaTH about the brows of Trug! 


Who, Seated on a STARRY throne, sublime, | 
Defies * of 28 e 8 band 1 


How BLEST are THOSE, who foster'd by THY pow” r, 


On the bland eminence, can smile at Fare! 


: And look with PpITY down, where cares devour, 


And POOR DisTINCTIONS mark the VAINLY OGarar! 


ALL Trincs, save THEE, must fade and be forgot: 


The Sox of AVARICE leaves his glitt' ring store; 
The SCEPTRED hand decays— and BREAuT's lot 
Is like a flow” r's, to bloom, and be xo o MOR REI 


5 But THOU ! ILLUSTRIOUS, from thy KINDRED cy, 
Sprung from a erer DEFINE; SHALT NEV ER DIE! 


SONNET. 


10 


TIME. 


— —— — = EA 9 


: I NSATIATE Desror! whose resistless arm 

Hhatters the LoyTiEsT FaBRic from its base; 

And tears from BEAUTY every magic charm, 
And robs proud Nat var of her loveliest grace 55 


| 
| 
. 
| 


Sri art thou KIND for as 5 thy pow! r ; prevails, 
As Act comes onward, menacing decay; 
As warmth expires, and numbing frost assails, ; 


Andi life" 8 faint lamp Fenn a ** 'ring ray 3. 5 


?Tis THIN to reconcile the wan breast; ; 
To prove, that snblunary j Joys are vain ; 3 : 
. To turn from Pour, and all its TINSEL train, 

Aud seek the SILENT paths of Mex: TAL ResT. 
So, from the deadliest Poison, chymic art 


— 
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Extracts a healing Bat, TO TRANQUILLISE THE Hearn! 


! 
4 — — = 


—— 
— — IJ—__ 


— 96 = * 
EE EL ar es 


wa — — — 


— Let Lane FR 


Y 


Rt! 


1 


cc Ae leſſens ſmall Ne and inc. caſes great ones; as the wind 
66 8 iſhes tapers, and kindles fires.” | 


Rocnzrovcaurr' s Mok AL Maxis. 


STANZ AS. 


TELI. ME, that NaTuRE welcomes rosy SprING; J 
That Plex TY weaves a garland for her breast; 3 

Thar SUMMER spreads her renovated wing. 
And smiles, in gay and glowing colours drest ; oe : 

Tell me, that RapTURE i is her handmaid fair; * 


But tell 1 me not, that ABSENCE « cures „ Desp aun ! 15 


Tell me, AUT UMNAL $v NS, with fiercer pow r, | 
Come darting forth, Earth” 8 bosom to adorn; 
That many a whisp? ring gale, and silky flow? . 8 
| Welcomes the lustrous glances of the morn z 3 

Tell me, that round her llutters fragrant air 3 


But tell me not, that Apex cz cures Drs PA in ! 155 


Tell me, that WINTER's howling winds, and rain, 
Strip the thatch'd Cor, and scatter ruin v ide; 
That Sx os thick falling on the chearless plain. 
5 he « Scenes of pa astime, and of labour hide; IS 
Tell me, that Max is but the prey of care ; + 
But tell me : not, that ApsEx (CE cures Dus paint | 


184 : STANZAS.. 
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= Bs Tell me, that melodies in ev'ry grove 
Steal to the breast, and charm each throbbing vein, 

That Hope gives swiftness to the wings of Lovs, 

3, | Averts his dart, and heals his direst pain, 

i And bids blithe youth his softest transports share; 


—— ena ——— 
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i | But tell me not, that ApsENnCE cures DES PAIR! 


Tell me, that Bzavry fascinates the heart, 
And binds each captive sense in thraldom sweet; 
That GENIUS mocks the sting of envious art; 
That baseness only, cherishes Deceir; __ 
Tell me, that Fals EHOOD, Candovur's mask can wear; 
But tell me not, that Ans EN CE cures DRS PAR! 


Tell ms e, that Wane can purchase short- livd F aug; FR. 
That PRIDE can trample on meek modest Wonrn; 3 
| That Ipior souls are flatter*d by a Name: 15 
That Gui Lr is sanction'd by superior Bixrn; FL 
= Tell me, that Vice assumes a semblance FAIR 3 8 
But tell me not, that ABSENCE cures DesPaiR | Þ 


Tell me, that REASOR comes with sober eye, 
To wean the soul from life? s delusive toys; | 
That dauntless TruTH, and mild Pr1LosoOPHY, | 
Lead in their train unperichable j . 
Tell me, that Wisdom laughs at taunting Care; 
But tell me not, that ABSENCE Cures Dsse ain |! 
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Each scene I've marked, and mark'd them all decay; | 
| Youth, Hope, meek-bosom'd Friendſhip, Pleasure, Pain; 


Cold WIN TER's storms, and SUMMER's radiant day; 
 TrzurTHn's mental bliss, and For Lx's low disdain: 
And though condemn'd each mortal change to share, 


Still found, that Ans ENR could not cure Despark ! 
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WRITTEN IN AUGUST, 1793. 
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LIGHT ZE PHY avs! gay child of sr axe! 


BL1THE SYLPHID I Whose transparent wing, 
Waving beneath the sev'ring spheres, 


1 95 Bespangled o'er with MoR NIN SG's tears, = 


5 Drops tepid perfumes on the EarTH, | 
To cheer her buds, just wak'd to birth; 
| Or faint beneath the vooNTI DE oY 
Whose rays thy gentle breath absorb, 

In the cool covert seek'st for rest 

On the young Ros x's blushing breast; 
Oh! come, and o'er my fev'rish head 
Salubrious gales in pity shed; —. 4 
And let my quickly throbbing heart 
Confess thy MoRE THAN CHYMIC art! 
Fox, an! no chrulc art I find, 
Can boast a charm to 500the THE Mixo ! ! 


D Light Ze P HYRU 0 Shay balmy breath 
Has pow'r to check the shaft of DYarn! 
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Who, on celestial pinions borne, 
Canst pierce the Du's dome forlorn, 


And round the with'ring MouxxNER throw 


The healing balm to cure his woe, 


To steal the drop that wets his cheek, 


The trembling badge of Suff'rance meek; 
Thou lov'st on seraph wings to move, 
The sacred extacy to prove; 
Which only to THY power is giv 'n, 
| Sweer, vIEWI ESS DELEGATE OF Heay? 'N 9 
To hover o'er the drear domain, : 
Where SLav? RY rings the Tyrant! 8 chain; 
| While pestilential vapours rise | 
To smother Echo's rending sighs; — 
And Famine spreads her filmy snare, 4 
0 To Shroud the victim of Desrain! : 
just when the Wxxren' 8 startled ear, 
nus'd consoling sounds to hear, 5 


Awaits the dire approach of F ark, 


That bolts th? IMPENE TRABLE GR ATE, | 
Tov, whisp? ring, com st with lenient aid, 
To dissipate the pois*nous shade; 


While, *midst the gloom, fair Horz appears, 


: And, smiling, points to happier years 3 ; 


And to the pining suff*rer's eye, 
Shews a bright gleam of promis'd joy! 
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Meek offspring of sERENEST Hours, | 
Who lov'st to sport in shady bow'rs; 1 ; 
And, with thy little rustling wing, ; | 
To trim the painted Bups of SyrinG, — 1 
And brush away the barb'rous swarms 4 
That feed upon their infant charms; [ 
Tis thine to flutter o'er their hues, ; 
5 And scatter wide the envious dews | 
That soil their variegated heads, | 2 
And bow them to their native beds : g by 
Then, since thy breath can health bestow . N 3 | 
On the meek BLossou, faint and low, ME NEE 2 ; 
Sweet Zzepnyrus! MY Solace be, | | F 


And medꝰ cine gentle Peace To nz! 


Ah! come on SUMMER'S EE 
And with thee bring heart-soothing Rest; 
Come, and recall the vivid glow 
That fades upon my cheek of snow; 
So, nipt by WinTER's chilling skies, 
The Arixr Oxcnis * blooms, and dies! 


Sweet airy SrI H! with rapture fraught, 
Whose Form flies swifter far than Tnovonr; 3 
Lighter than GossoukER, that clings 
To sultry Even ING's purple wings; 


e 


7 YR FE es. fy 1 oP BO 0 Ag "I 85 e ts tht n . , 1 p 
25 : | N N pg? e PU. ˙ Foanen fre An pn — CCC * a 
. 0 ; : Y 2 8 13 * 99 5 939 882 r N 3 WA. TS ere: | 
i * 7 5 5 5 Og Se 3 F N LO oe F IEG a OE og 


ö 
8 * e 2 
— 


TO ZEPHTRUS. 3 189 


LioHTER than down, by Auruu spread, 8 
Upon the rugged TrisTLE's head; 
Lighter than silv'ry dust that lies 
On May's enamel'd BuTTerrLIEs; 
x Lighter than air, thy fingers fling, 


To vibrate on th EOLIAN string; 


Lighter than Vows, by falsehood hung 
On sportive Lovx's deceitful tongue; ; 
Oh! let thy balmy pinions 1 
Refreshing incense o'er my head; 
And ere this tedious Lire 15 flown, 
Teach me, THY magic skill to own; 
And let me feel the blest decree, . 
That marks ONE Dar OP HeaLTH FOR wg | ! 


—— ODS —Ü—— 


SOLITUDE. 


Hai, SOLITUDE serene! thou nurse of . 


To whom the weary mind retires, to taste 

The blissful hour of exquisite repose ! 

Thou, who delight'st to dwell in shaggy woods, 
Whose variegated foliage hangs its shade 
O'er the rude margin of the mountain's brow; 

Or, interwoven, down its sloping side, 

Spreads che dis horrors of a mid-day Mgt L- 


Hail, pensive SoLIiTUDE! whose footsteps «tray 
Along the pebbly borders of the main, | 
When from the eastern clouds the Sux darts forth, 
Lifting his glorious canopy of fire 
Above the pale horizon, spreading round 
A living world of undulating Light! 

Or seek the cool, and unfrequented bow'r, 
The bushy dell, or the dew-spangled grot, 

; When the fierce Loxp or Noon, with flaming eye, 
Rolls furious o'er the sapphire floor of heav'n; 
Or downward shoots his shaft of glitt'ring fire, 
: Upon the sultry heath, and thirsty mead, 
To drink the ling? ring tears of Morn, that Shine 
On the young violet's aromatic breast: 
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Or, n with humid hand, her Sg robe 
Meek TWILIGHT draws, across the mountain's brow, 


Veiling its golden crest, in dusky shade 


Of cold, oblivious gloom, thou lov'st to sit, - 
And watch the lamp of night, ethereal borne, 
Glide o'er the cavern'd cliff, whose torrents roar | 
Down its stupendous sides, and foam to reach 
The desolated Varrkx, lost below! 2 


Then, Sor I Tupr, . in ev'ry gale 
To hear celestial breathings ; from each hill, 


| To quaff the balmy essence of the breeze; 
1 To mark, in every magic change of cene, 


The grand diversity of Narv RE'S laws; 


Yet find in all, the EVER PRESENT Gop! 

: Whose pow'r, sublime, with equal wonder moves 

In the small FLOWRE T, bursting from the sd, 
As in the sphere-crown'd EALE's tow'ring wing! 


„ Tux wilt thou trace, with F ax cv's tearful eye, 
| The once delicious scene ; the rural cot; 

The village house of pray'r; the dun. burnt HIND ; 3 
The lowly children of the rushy roof; 

. The flocks; the herds; and all the golden pride 
= Of glowing Auruux „ whelm'd beneath the flood. | 
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| Osacrep SoLiTuDE! amidst thy scenes 


Of rapture infinite, thy ills are these: 
| The ruthless cataract ; the ms dnight blast; 
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| The death-wing'd cmpect i and the with ring bolt 
Of Heaven-avenging wrath ! Nor art THOU only 
Destin'd to endure, in solitary shades, 

The sad diversity of direful woe! 

The sweeping hurricane, the stormy hour, 

The fatal lightnings, and the whelming flood, 
Are but the emblems of disastrous life ! 


Then, let me court THEE in 1 gentlest form; 3 

In lonely grottos; and in verdant glens, 

Where the slow brook runs babbling from its source, 

And perfum'd zephyrs fan the fervid ray! 

Where MEDITATION, like an HERMIT pure, 

With bosom, taught by mild philanthropy, 

In silence, mourns the miseries of Man ! 

Creation's LokD! who, plac'd amidst the gems, 

The luxuries of Nature's vast domain, 

Still pants for wore ; and, still impatient, grape 
The glitt'ring s HA DOW of delusive j joys; : 

The gaudy phantoms of a transient day 

The breath of popularity, that turns 

| Inconstant as the wind; the flatt*rer's ſmile ; 

The wreath of FAME, embu'd with human gore; h 

And worst of all- O agonizing thought! 5 

The paltry boast of TREASURE ; wrung, alas, 

From the torn bosom of the hapless SLave ; 

The wretched offspring of a IE RR Sun! 
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For TRHESE, he wields the desolating Swonp; ; 
Quits the dear mansion of domestic peace; 
The lov'd companions of his native home; 


The social comforts, and the calm delights, 


That thronging round the blazing hearth, beguile 
The tardy winter's night: for these he dares 
The pois' nous vapours of infected climes, 


The torrid ray, or the pernicious blasts 
Of petrifying LayLand's chearless skies! 


For THESE he wanders far, o'er unknown seas, 


To tame the tribes barbarian, or explore 
The sad variety of human woes. 5 
Oh! blind, misguided, and mistaken Max! * 


To leave the GARDEN of luxurious sweets, 
And wander *midst a DESART, PIT — thorns. | 


Ah! let me, in some shelter d Year: own. 


A Corrace, lowly, but secure from harm; 3 
From the rude rioter, or caitiff wretch, 
Who, prowling by the twinkling starry light, 
Assails the houseless traveller, and bares th 


Against his beating breast, the murd'rous knife. 


From such as THESE, secure, let sweet repose 
Strew on my pillow rude, the buds of SPRIN o, 
The opening treasures of the infant year! 


There, let oblivious slumbers lull my mind, 
And harmonize the quickly throbbing pulse, 
That, through the creeping hour of day, endur'd 


The various e of extacy and woe. 
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And you, ye airy phantoms of the brain, 
Ve forms fantastical, or fraught with fear, 
Oh! fly the blest abode of gentle . ; 
Nor with your agonizing spells assail 
The weary senses, wrapp'd in balmy sleep! 
And when the Lax k, the harbinger of Dar, 
Sweeps the blue ether, with exulting wing, 
And welcomes her approach with shrilly song, 
With THERE, I'Il quaff the ever-winding rill, 
And feast upon the luxuries that rise 
From the warm boſom of the teeming earth! 
While Hz ALTH, the blooming handmaid of Reyoze, 
Shall smile upon my board, and give a zest | 3 
To the rich banquet of content and j joy. . c | 
T here the faint Wax DERER shall be my guest, 8 5 
With modest mien, and converse undefil'd; Y 
Unvarnish'd emblems of the spotless soul! _—_ 


And there, the legendary Tait Shall claim | 3 | 


The midnight hour serene; while the pale lamp . ; 
: Shall feebly gleam upon the frugal board : 
Yet, not to these confin'd ; the loftier theme, 


The wing'd idea, and the soothing strain ; | 
Of Heaven-descended song, shall charm the soul, | 4 
And give to ev'ry nerve a keener sense! I 

There, shall the hoary sage, PyiLosorny, I 
Unfold his sacred lore; while WIs pou's son F g 
Shall, smiling, smooth the rigid brow austere, 3 
And mingle in the scene of humbler bliss! I 


1 
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On l 5weer RETIREMENT ! if thy magic pow” rs. 
| Be such as THESE! thrice welcome to my soul, 
Enchanting guest! sublimest source of joy; 
For Tres, I'll quit the mercenary crew, 
Their cunning, and their crimes ; and all the train 
Of dire calamities, that dash their sous, 
Weigh'd down, and writhing with the pangs of guilt, 
On the wild ocean of tempestuous life, ; 
The sport of warring passions, and the slaves 


Of base DR ETTIOx, Avarice, and Cars! 
Yet such are the mysterious ways of Heav's, 


That VI RTUE oft endures the poĩson'd shaft; 


And, by a painful THORNY road, the JOSE 
Pursue cheir course to Io Traxiry! 5 


15 the deep . df a cequester'd wood, 
Far from the splendid sorrows of a Court, 


The venerable ELmour pass'd his days. 


A valiant knight he was; and could the boast | 


Of noble ancestry add fame to worth, 
All must have own'd his claims pre- -eminent. 


Disgusted with the treach'ry of mankind, 
Grown old, and feeble, i in the field of war, 
He clos'd his race of honour, as the Sux 


Amidst resplendent glory sinks to rest! 
One hopeful Boy, the solace of his soul, 
The ox Lx scion of the noblest tree 
That decorated Nature 8 wide domain, 
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That rush'd in crimson lustre o' er his cheek 1 
| The tale was oft repeated; still he found 
0 The repetition grateful to his soul! 


1 The growing rapture glisten'd in his eye, 


Bless'd his declining hours, enlivening age 
With manhood's dawning grace! so the young Moon, 
Bnatching its lustre from its Parent Ons, 
With temper'd radiance gleams on 115188 Snows! ! 
Oft, when the wint'ry hour pass'd slowly on, 
Of martial feats the hardy VET'RAN spoke; 
Of bold achievements; dang'rous enterprize; 
IIlustrious deeds; and Mx, whose eagle eyes 
| Met the wing'd lance of death in fierce exploit | 15 
The gallant YouTa would listen to his SKE; 
And oft the tear, that pity bade to flow, _ 
Was quench'd by emulation's kindling flame, | 


And when he spoke of Fuss that hook the land; 
Of WaRRIORs, bleeding for their Couxrxx's weal; 
Of sturdy Hinds whose bosoms soar'd sublime, 


on heav' n-born LIBER T's immortal wing; 1 = | 
5 Till. every fibre throbb'd with proud applause! 


The youthful Epmund oft, at early dawn, 
When TwIIIcHT, with her dewy hand, unlock'd 
The golden portal of the rosy East, 5 

Would climb the mountain's fire-eaxcircled crest ; ; | 4 
: While, 'midst the sev'ring skies, the coming ray, 

Fashion'd a thousand strange and transient forms 
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of orient amide and n hills, | 
Tipp'd with the burnish'd glances of the Sun; 
Tow'ring in bright perspective, point o'er point, 
And sailing on the pinions of the wind! 
Then would he stand, in contemplation wrapt, 
And, gazing o'er the vast extent of space, 
Behold, half pleas'd, his cot, his native vale, 
His verdant meads, and dark embow' ring woods, 
Where Solitude, in awful splendour, reign'd! | 
08. Was Man ordain'd,” the pensive youth would say, 
Fo waste his prime in indolence; or watch 
The dull succession of days, months, and years, 
In base inglorious ease? Why does he feel 
The burning ardour riot in his veins, | 
But that superior bliss awaits the brave, 
« And the rapt mind, by inspiration wak'd, 
| 85 Points the bland path of glory to his view? 


"Rats of the chonzhe, awhile he IP YN 
While Re ASON, dawning on his swelling heart, 
5 Brought to his view the many wounding woes, 

That cross the trav'ler in his toilsome road; 
Then Mem' ry pictur'd all his Far HER's worth; 
The many scars that dignified his breast ; : 
His feeble age; his unrewarded toils ! 
The warm affection, the paternal zeal, 
So long, se fondly, and so nobly * 
: Rush'd o'er his thought! while, down his blushing cheeks, 
$2 The graceful te tear r of alia virtue stole ! 


* 
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One fatal morn, when SUMMER's gaudy hand 
Had dress'd the Lax DSC APF in its richest garb, 
The Vour n forsook his Cor! the winding path 


With trembling feet he press'd; and oft he turn d, 
To ponder on the scene of pleasure past; 


And when he view'd his FaTHER 's lowly roof, 


From the bleak summit of a neighb'ring rock, 
A thousand conflicts struggling in his breast, 
Awoke each wounded nerve, to pangs unknown, 
Unfelt before ;—now felt Too LaTE For Cure! 
The Sum rose high; the hills and vallies mild; 
The humid foliage, the pellucid Streams, 
The op'ning flow'rs, the woodland melodies, 
All seem'd to welcome the resplendent hour! 
Six ELmouR sought the treasure of his soul, 
But found him not! he call'd, alas! in vain: 


No voice, responsive, answer'd to his sighs, 


Such as was wont to gladden morn's approach, 


And bid Arxcapia flourish in the wild! 
Madd'ning with anguish, fearing to enquire, | 


Yet frantic to be told, he wander'd forth 


Ofer hill and dale, through the long forest Wear 
The tangled labyrinth, and weedy waste; rg 
«6 On! my LosT Son !”? the gallant ELMOR cried, 
«6 Yet stay awhile to close thy father's eyes, 
« And bathe his ashes wal a kindred t tear FE | 


Now to the * plains] he bent his 1 way, 


Where the contending t RED AND WHITE, 
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Had scatter'd thorns upon a bleeding land; 
For well he knew the ardour of his Son, 
And hop'd, amidst the laurels of renown, 

To trace his steps, or perish in the search. 

There is a SYMPATHY in VALIANT MINDS, 
That, as the MAC NET draws with unknown pow r, 
Still turning to the same unvaried point, 
ATTRACTS, by proud S1MILITUDE OF Wozru! 
Scarce had he reach'd the desolating scene, 
When, from a Bowman's fatal quiver drawn, 

0 Adeath-wing'd AR RO pierc'd his DAUNTLESS Baeasr! N 
5 He fell sublime! as the tall forest Oax, 
5 By lightning Shiver'd, smites the yielding ground, 
And hides, with BEAUTEOUS anche: Nature "= 
Ret}: | HO 

; « Now EDuunD, brave!” he cried, cc dux GLORIOUS | 
Sox, i N 
06 Where" er thou art, a Farues' 8 blesing 8 THINE | n 


5 ah from the ranks, attracted by the ound, 

| Wild with despair, ill-fated EpmunD rush'd, 
And, such was the mysterious will of Heav' n, 

: Drew his own Arrow, blushing with Tye SOURCE | 
= That fed the \ VITAL FounTaiN of HIS HEART. 


Awhile cubdu'd, the frenzied hero stood, 

Like a proud Cevar, blasted by the storm! 
Then, rushing to the arms of blood-stain'd Wax, 
Embrac'd his father's spirit in her breast! 
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On Sov contained their uche, moist t with tears; 
While V1RTUE scatter'd round IMMORTAL Wreath s, 
Arn WEPT to see THE Havock SHE HAD MADE ! 


Ah! who can tell the vicious pangs that wait 
On 5eL. exDip Miszxy ? the hidden woes, 
That thronging round the canopy of gold, 
Pernicious, moth-like, feed upon the wretch 
Who groans beneath the PacAN TRY or STATE! 
Who can describe the agonizing throbs, 
The thirsty fevers, or the languid hours, 
That sated Luxury is doom'd to .]? 
Who can avert the strongly-poison'd shaft 
Of Exvy, glancing from the recreant soul? 
Or who can bear the slow-consuming touch 
Of unrequited Love ? the subtle smile 
Of insolent Dis pAIx; or the fell grasp 
Of keen INGRATITUDE, 5 the child of Hell! 10 
Or who, but those, the woRST of human kind, 
Who batten on the miseries of Ma ww: | 
Would, robbing Nature of her ample means, 
Crouch the base knee, or prompt the fawning tongue 
To gain applause from IGNORANCE and PRIDE? 
Wno, that 1s blest with INTELLECT refin'd! 
With sense, to know the dignity of Wo RT By 
The vast supremacy of innate T̃ urg! 
The majesty of Mind! the sacred glow _ 
That warms the Sox or Gex1vs, and expands 
: The pure ethereal essence > of the Sov Ls 


I} 
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Would, like an EacLe, pouncing ona Worm, 
Barter the proudest attributes of Gop, 
For the base joys of SuBLUnary Pow's ? 


8 


— * 


THEN, WELCOME SOLITUDE! The sphere 
e | So LEE | 
That gives the purest passions ample scope! 9 
That bids the soul beam with exterior grace 
of light, reflected from the source within! 
And when its essence shall evaporate, 
Fann'd by the desolating wing of Tus; | 
When this dull scene of transitory life, 
And all its Sox Rows, all its Jors are o'er; 
One sparkling Arou, from its prison clay, 5 
Shall coar, To MINGLE WITH ITS NATIVE Heav' N [© 
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SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN NEAR A TREE, OVER THE | 


Who was killed at LINCELLES, in FL ANDERS, in August 1793» 


STANZAS 


GRAVE OF 


COLONEL BOSVILLE, 


A! penſive trav' ler, if thy tear 


- "How let the moralist descry, 


Fer fell on valour's early grave, 
Arrest thy wand'ring steps, and here 
Lament the lot that waits the brave! 


The proudest tomb that man can claim ; 3 
The glorious bed where heroes lie, | 


: Who perish'd for their country's fame. 


Here bind the laurel, steep'd in tears 5 


Tears that in glowing youth he died; 


Blest with each charm that most endears | 
His kindred's hope—lus nation's pride ! 


Oh! hallow'd turf! lone silent spot, 


Adorn'd with sorrow's gem sublime; N 


25 


Fen when the Muse ſhall be forgot, | 5 1 
Thy fame Shall brave the blasts of time ! 1 
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And thou, rude bark, preserve his name, 
Carv*d by some just recording hand; 
y And, proudly conscious of that fame, 
E 7 Thy guardian branches wide expand, 


Keep from this s0d, the pattering rain, 

The wint'ry wind, the drifted snow; 

And when blithe Summer paints the plain, . 
Here let the sweetest flow! rets blow. | 


1 


3 | No trophied as ems with bays, 
E No gilded tablet bears his name; 

| A soldier boasts superior praise, 5 

A grateful country guards his fame. 


v 


TO 
MARIA. 


WRITTEN ON HER BIRTH-DAY, OCT. 18, 1793. 


To paint hy: lan rous Streaks af Morn, 
| Along the pale horizon borne, | 
When from Aug ORA“ opening eye 


Effulgent glory gilds the sky ; 

Or yet a softer theme to sing, — 

Of purple Eveninc's humid wing; 

To trace the cryſtal CAR of Nicur | 
Along the PLAINS of STARRY LIGHT, 
Where the chaste Goppess bends her way, 
Diffusing round a trembling ray— — 
No more ſhall charm my pensive eln, e q 


1 5 
** * 


With transient forms, or varying hues: 


Tnis Hou my zenderer task shall be, i 


Sweet DaRLIinG Mai, to sing of Tres! 
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Attend my «train; and while I blend : 
The Guardian, Parent, Peet, Friend, 5 


LINES TO MARIA. 0 


# Believe, as each my verse shall prove, 

. A picture fraught with TRUTH and LOVE, 
4 And every candid line impart 

2 The feelings of a MorRERR's heart! 


Oh! form'd to soothe the wounds of Fate, 

Y Dear soLACE of my mournful State ! 

T |  Tror, only blessing Heav*n bestows 

| To shed meek PATIENCE on my woes! 
Know—that in life's disast'rous scene, 
Whate'er my cheguer' d lot has been, 

No hour was yet so dear to me 


As THAT BLEST HOUR which gave me Tuer! 


= From infant eweetness still Pve tracd 
* Thy ux p, with ev'ry VI Tun grac'd— 
Still have I mark'd T1rme's ceaseless wing, 


Some new, endearing treasure bring; 
While Hope, soft-whisp'ring, bid me gaze 
On bright” ning scenes of distant days; 
When, more matur'd, these dating ges 
7 Should see the Jowelier Woman rise, 
4 „ Adorn'd with all the modest grace 
| That beam'd about thy infant Face; 
I 5 Vet with a MIND more passing fair 5 
Than 4 LL that NaTuRE pictur'd THERE! 


With such a uf N p, so richly stor'd! 
= Still mayst thou live, admir'd! ador'd ! 
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Through life enjoy the bliss divine, a 
That waits on innocence like THIVEI 

Still greet the Morn with conscious smile 
With tranquil scenes the Hours beguile; 
And, when the busy Day ſhall close, | 
Still find a couch of beet repos e? 


. . 5 


F or ME, 80 long bal to trace 5 
O'er LI E's DARK WILD, a THORNY SPACE 
Still EV'RY SORROW doom'd to share ; 
| Still shall my heart bose forrows bear: : 
Nor will I mourn at FaTe's decree, 

If Heav'n, in pity, ares me Tyree! 


So fast the countless tribes of falling worth | 1 11 
Sink to the eternal sleep of dusty death, 
That one vast slaughter choaks the breast of EARTH, | _ 


And the air THICKENS — . breath, ; | 
= | ARNO. 5 1 


-Onaein; © OCT. 24th, 
1793. 
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1 


On bat I thought, that, from the runefal train, 
"Te Mus of Axxo, for a while remov'd, 7 e | 1 
5 T o feed REFLECTION, with those Scenes of pain „„ 

O'er the wide globe, by erring Mertals prov'd. = | — M j | 
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Ere now, the blithesome song had met his ear, 
And bid his heart the mournful task forego; 
Where ConTEMPLATION drops the pitying tear, 
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And prints on Mem'ry's page—a Tale of WOB! 2 


For what avails the balm of Human Loves, 1 55 — 
Il) be blest PHILANTHROPY of souls sublime! | 1 
. While Man, imperious o'er his race ſhall prove, . 

And deal the shaft of Dzarn „ from clime to elime. 
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_ Yer, as the MILLION worLDs observe their course, 


Wu Ar lifts the arm of Sang pow'r, 
That wages war with all the tribes of EaxTH? 
The paltry triumphs of one little hour ! 


The Still a more trivial claims of WEALTH and BIRTH |! 7 


F or THESE 5 the San of wrath fornakes its sheath; 


For THESE, the BRorHER gainst the BROTHER tums! | 
Round the pale PARENT Sons in anguish breathe, 


And the heart B1.zzDs with pity as 17 BURNS ! 


| Ofer the dread scene Morn drops ker softest tears, 


To heal the wounds on Nature's mangled breast; 
And when the C11 his blood-stain'd banner rears, 


| Day's Sov*rEIGN reddens, as he Sinks to rest 5 


And gacu gives ALL its harmony Supreme 3 ; 


s Laws were meant, with salutary force, 


o blows © the chaos of Li PE'S mad ning . 1 


; Yet were THOSE LAWS for ALL he race f 


Th' 0mn1sciexT Pow's no partial boon avg, 


Nor bade the aoreteh in low submission bleed, 


To glut the vengeance of th' insatiate mind! 


5 War spreads oppression where revengeful hate 


Leads the doom'd legions to th* embattled plain; 3 


| Where Aush'd Ambition hurls the lance of fate, 
And smiles, exulting, o'er the VALIANT 5Laint 


& 
92 
bY 
Ah 
8 
=> 
8 
22 
be 
x 


3s 
. 
o 2% 
2 
1 
* 
3 
Py vn" 
1 
: 
N 
3 
I 
DIS 4 q 
k 
F 2 
. 
Wa 
S 
12 5 
re 
IS 
CoM 
Irs 
ry 
ws 
N ” 
3, 
FN, 
8 75 * 
VE. 
17 


e 


4", CO IO. 


CCC 
f ;ͤ§ĩ?Ü³ĩ ͤͤ he gtot-2- 
* WI 3 


N 


70 S 


— 
— — — — 


Nor can the SornIsT's eloquence prevail, 
Where God-like Reason ponders o'er the — ; 


Where ills, accuUMULATED ILLS, assail 


The dearest BIK TH-RIOHT of deluded Max! 


That Birth-right, which the mind alone can save 
From innovation's desolating toil; 5 


Which finds in every HEART, sublimely brave, 


Its BEST ASYLUM, and its NATIVE Soil! 


For, let Sedition spread contagious woe; | 
Ox let the Warrior ell the daring Host! 
8 TILL in the breast of Max shall FxeeDou glow.— 
Its DEAREST INMATE, and its PROUDEST BOAST ! 


Vet l be its flame, and calm its ray; 

Let Rxasox trim the torch, by Narunz bright! 
Let its pure lustre mark that MENTAL day, 

That gilds CREATION With CELESTIAL LIGHT! 


And let the Moxatisr, with tearful eye, 
Ihe plains of carnage contemplate, 5ubdu'd ! 
Where, at the Victor's feet, the vanquish'd lie; 


The Son, deep crimson'd with the F ATHER'S blood! | 


Enough, REFLECTIOxI let the pensive Muss 
Turn from the scene where melancholy roves; 
And let LIGHT FAN cy livelier tints diffuse 
O'er the gay region she so fondly loves! 
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Come, FaIENDSHI, come! and while the warring Host, 
| _  Misguided, struggle for a short-liv'd claim, 
Give to the Musk that NEVE R-DYING boast, 
Which decks the wreath You consECRATE To Fame! 
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STANZAS 


TO 


FATE. 


DAY, when the captive bosom feels 


A magic spell around it wove, 


While o'er the cheek the soft blush Steals ; „ 


Say, 1s it Love? 


With pensive mien, and devious — 


To seek the dark embow'ring grove; 
T The pale moon's quiv 'ring beams to trace; 
Say, 1 is it Love? ? 


When, chain'd to one dear lonely TA 
The bosom feels no wish to rove; 


All other 5 scenes of bliss forgot; ; 
Say, i is it Love? 


To tremble, while o'er Faxcv's eye 
A thousand dreadful viſions move; 
To hope, to fears. to weep, to ſigh! 


Say, is it Love? 
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212 STANZAS. 


Long have I, doom'd, alas! 


To seek occasions false and weak, 
The DARLING OBJECT to reprove; 


To look, what language fails to speak! 
| Say, is it Love? 


To chide for ev'ry trivial crime; 


To bid him from your rage remove; 


To . with Horx the wings of TimE 3 


Say, 1s it Love? 


To know no cheerful morn of rest; 
No balmy hour of ſleep to prove; 


To hold Philosophy a jest! 


Say, is it Love 


To cherish grief, nor dare complain; 


To envy sainted souls above, 
While Jealous anguich rends the brain; | 
Say, 1s it Love ? 
to grieve, 
Against the fell enchantment strove; 
Then Fark, ah! let me “ cease to live, 


OR CEASE TO Love ! * 
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EVENING MEDITATIONS 


Si. ANNE's HILL 


INSCRIBED To © 


THE RIGHT HONOURABLE CHARLES JAMES FOX. 


Dav's glory fades! and now the rustic Swain 
Hies o'er the mead, his task of labour done; 
While his small casement, glitt'ring on the plain, 

Bears the last lustre of the sinking Sun! 


Here let me pause to contemplate the scene, 
Where Thames, meand'ring, winds its silv'ry way, 
Silent and clear, its willowy banks between, 1 
Crown'd with tall spires, and deck'd with villas gay. 


Now all is glowing ! all sublimely sT1LL! 
| Unheard, far off, I trace the length'ning team; 
1 Ihe sportive group, swift pacing o'er yon hill; 
I ̃)hbe pond'rous barge, slow gliding down yon stream! 
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Now ay pictures to my pensive mind, 

Those days of yore, when Barons, wise and bold, 
The Sons of Virtue! friends of human kind! 
Saw « on yon mead* their deathless names enroll'd, 


There many a godlike breast exulting low, 
While England's Monarch ratified their claim; 
And FREEDOM, bending from her heav'n, bestow'd 

The sacred wREATH of INDEPENDENT fame! 


That WREATH which mocks the empty boast of pride, 


Which blooms, immortal, as th' approving skies; 
Which dares Oppreſſionꝰ 8 with'ring frown deride, 
And midst a nation's smiles triumphant x rise ! 


F or what avails the boasted pomp of * F: 
What, all the gems that regal temples bind? 
When Reasox ponders on the radiant hour, 
That gave celestial F REEDOM to mankind ! q 


When in yon ered vale the enlighten'd throng, 
Chieftains, in LiBerTyY's instinctive cause! 

Spurn'd the vile shackles of imposing wrong, 

And vow'd to perish, or defend her laws! 


And thou, cd castle +, CEP. to the sky! 
Round whose vast base the glass y currents shine; 
Thou bring'st, to Fancy's fascinated eye, 
The scenes of CHIVALRx that once were THINE 
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The e festival, the banner'd hall, 
Where dainty DaMEs, and valiant Kx1Gurs ; were 
rang'd, 
With tempting looks, well fashion'd to enthral, 
While 3 sighs for am' rous vows exchang'd. 


* here princely EDPWARD *, England's youthful pride; | 


In lawless dalliance wasted life's short prime; 
With beauteous Syore, forgot his peerless bride, 
And, in Love's fetters, mock'd the wings of 'T1ms. 


There, Faw'rites, Heroes, Priests, and Statesmen, bow'd; 
There Tyrants frown'd, or gentler Sov'reigns smil'd; 


While TRUTH, a stranger to the dazzling crowd, 
Fled, unregarded, to her native * 


Yon woods, blimely tow? ring er the vale, 

In grand succeſſion rear their branches high; - 

And, gently waving to the evening gale, 
Sem, with their leafy benen, to fan the sky! 


Oft have I mark'd, by day's s retiring beams, 

| Von hamlet + sacred to the peaceful train; 

The fir-crown'd hills, and wand'ring shallow streams, 
The scatter'd buildings, whitening o'er the plains; 


And oft, with tearful eye, intent survey'd _ = 
That spot f, where Monkish Ignorarce, enshrin'd, 

Bade REASON perish in monastic s shade, 
en $ laws, and froze the HUMAN MIND. 


* Edward Iv. . + The village of T horp. 
4 Rene once famous for its monaſtery: 
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And though no trace remains, no column rude, 


No consecrated floor, with records strew'd; 


: Yet, where the dust of Kines was wont to rest, 


And meek S1nPLICITY, by Virtue drest, 
Spurn not, ye Great, the tribes of humble birth, 
Ta * wage not war against the Sons of Earth, 


| Tazy scorn the heraldry of modern times, 


Ox ex steyn, Oppression dealt unpitied woes, 


No fretted wall, to mark the lonely bound; 


No mould'ring shrine with crawling ivy erown'd; 
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The straw-roof ' d CorTace decorates the green ; 


Presides, the guardian genius of the scene ! 


Nor turn indignant from their gambols rude ; 


Nor mile to see their bleeding foes ubdu'd ! 


15 HEY boast 1 no titles to gloss o'er their crimes, | | 
If erimes they knew, yet far ABOVE descent! 1 
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The blazon'd tablet of a life 1LL ENT! 


Where, in yon Sloping VaLE*, the harvest glows, 
Where Plenty bids the sons of labour smile! 


And Y IRTUE vither'd in the grasp of Guru! 


There pamper'd Worms. arrogantly g great, 
Bade the bow'd Vassals tremble at his nod; = 
Fed on the mis'ries of their lowly state, _ 1 | 
And scourg'd remonstrance with a tyrant's rod; ; 


* Esher, once the reſidence of Cardinal Wolſey, 
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While . WORTH, , though Fortune may deny 


But soft! yon Star, just peering in the west, 


» 


There the rough Peasaniry, inur'd to toil, 1 
Plough'd the tough glebe, or reap'd the yellow grain; 1 
5 Ut 


Yer wept in anguish o'er the fruitful soil, 


Pinch'd By pave WANT, nor daring to COMPLAIN | ! 


Who, that beheld the wy proud 


Lord it, imperious, o'er the sons of worth, 
But shrunk with horror from the pamper'd crowd, | 
The gilded automats of breathing earth! | 


Poor transient shadows! ſince their sunny hour 
Bunk in Oblivion's solitary gloom, 

F AME, from her sacred store, has lent no flow'r, 
To bind the TG — of the tomb ! 


That round its ashes gaudy wreaths should twine, 
Shall Live, immortal as its kindred sky, 
And claim the deathless title of Divine ! 


Proclaims pale twilight's melancholy hour; 
While owls, swift darting from their ivy'd nest, 
Mark, by their flight, where thick*nin g Vapours low'r, 


| Then cence, my Mvuss ! and be awhile forgot 
The busy world, its splendours and its woes! 
And smile to know that, ox THIS *FAVOUR'D SPOT, 
ONE HONEST HEART, ONE PATRIOT BoSOM GLOWS | 


f * The Villa of the Right Hon, Charles James F ox. 
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SONNET 
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4 SIGH, 


Go, Sigh ! go, viewless herald of my breast, 
And breathe upon the roses of his cheek ! 
Play round his brow, with waving ringlets drest, 
And whisper, more than timid Loye dares speak. 


Ah! steal not near his lip, presumptuous Sigh ; 5 { 

Sure fascination will enthrall thee there, : 

Nor tempt the dear, delicious, dang” rous snare, 
That e 1 che e of | his eye! : 


Wen 
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| But to his pensive ear impart my love; $- : 
In murmurs soft my tender woes relate; A, 4 


1 Tell him eternal anguish is thy fate, 

3 | If cold indiff'rence should thy tale reprove. 

| TEN-—if hescorns thee, come, poor trembling guest, 
1 And live the SILENT TENANT or MY BREAST | 
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| Bray, sparkling wand'rer! whither wouldst thou rove, 


From the dark confines of thy sapphire cell? 
Why seek about that frozen Shrine to dwell, 
Whose senseless J spurns the pray'rs of love 45 


Wouldst thou, an Icicle forlorn, unblest! 


Hang on a chilling statue? or bestow 


Thy brilliant lustre on a marble breast, 
Like a pale PLANET, o'er a waste of Sv. 


| $Tarx, abjeR trembler ! atay; and on 1 cheek 
' Quench the bright flame, indignant pride illumes ; 


Come, ere the conscious fire its rose consumes, 
Nor, with ungrateful Love, a refuge seek! 
A nobler task, pellucid gem, be thine— 


. . by scorn, to deck H1s myriled rie. 
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IN THE MANNER OF METASTASIO, 


 Dars pass, o'ershadow'd! mournful! and unblest! 


Banish'd from THEE, what rapture can I share? 
What Hops, alas! shall animate this breast? 
This tortur'd breast, the victim of DESYALR! 


Though keen the pang, THY absence to endure; 
Yet, chert, I ween ; too exquisite the pain, 
Dran will in pity. minister a cure, 


And free my soul from Love” $ corroding chain, 


And yet, 565 hrews, when i in i the grave 1 deep, 
If chou wilt shed one tender tear for me: 5 
Or on thy heart's inconstant tablet keep 
Her faded form, who only liv'd for THEE? 


: Ant x o! some ie happier NymPpH that heart wil claim; 4 


But none, that lov'd THEE with $0 PURE A FLAME! 
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STANZAS 


FRIEND, 


WHO DESIRED TO HAVE MY PORTRAITs 


My PorTRAIT you desire! and why ? * 
To keep a shade on Mem'ry's eye? 
What bliss can RxASOx prove, 

To gaze upon a senseless frame! 

On looks eternaliy the sau, 


And lips that never move? 


Perhaps, when Silent, you will s say, 
Those lips no anger Can betray ; 5 

But, fix'd, in smiles remain; 

by hose eyes, so gentle, can impart 

2 No keen reproach to wound the heart, : 
No glance of cold disdain! 


PS 


222 r. ANZAS 7 O 4 PRIEND. 


| You'll say, this FoRM may quickly Dae ; 
One hour in glowing health array'd, | 
The next, perchance, tis lost! 
But, cherish'd by the PAINTER” 8 «kill, 
An Act may see it blooming still, 
As Evergreens i in frost. 


But what are features? what is form? 
| To combat life's tempestuous storm! ? - 
Can they T1Me's pinions bind? 
| Trurn whispers, No! Then take, my PrzenD, | 
| The LASTING sketch, which here 1 send, 
The Prierunz of MY e Mind! 


A "Ks bs told 1 us . ago, 
: Tis difficult ourselves to know: "on 
That Bard was conscious grown ; ; 
And when he scrutiniz' d HIS HEART, 
Where Ex vv lurk'd 3 in ev'ry part, 
| Scarce thought it was IS own! 


: Reticion says, to be Give! n, = 4s 
We all should own our crimes to Heay” n, 
5 And picture each transgression: : 

And thus, my follies to repair, 

For well 1 Know I have my Share, 
1 make this frank CONFESSION, 
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=== a 
| Nor PepaxT dull, nor Cynic cold, 
I blush not freely to unfold 
The feelings of my breast; 
My raurrs I own—my VIRTUES KNOW 3 - 
To Epvcartion half I owe, 
And Nature did the rest. 


E'en from the early days of youth, 
Pve bless'd the sacred voice of TxurH; 
And Candour is my pride: | 
I always sPEAK what [| BELIEVE; 
I know not if I can deceive, 
Because I never TRT'D. 


I'm often serious, sometimes gay; 
| nme the fleeting hours away, 
Or weep- for OTHERS Woe 3 
hs PROUD! THIS fault You cannot blame, 
N or does it tinge my cheek with shame; : 


| Your FRIENDSHIP MADE ME 50! | 


ru ali eee; rw once; 
Impatient; difficult to please 5 
Auzir io fires my breast! 
Yet not for wealth, or titles vain; 
5 Let but the LAUREL deck ux strain, 
And, dullness, take the rest. 15 


STANZAS T O 4 FRIEND. 


Where, mask'd in sweet simplicity, 


In temper quick, in friendship nice; 


1 doat on Genivs, shrink from vice, 


And scorn the flatt'rer's art! 


With penetrating skill can see, 


Lies hid the treach'rous heart. 


IH ock betray'd, I SCARCE forgive : 
And though I pity ALL that live, 


And mourn for ev'ry pain; 


Yet never could I court the Great, 
Or worship Fools, whate'er their state; ;: 


F or falschood 1 disdain! * 


I'm JEALOUS, for 1 fondly LOVE ; ; 
No feeble flame my heart can prove; 


Caprice nc'er dimm'd i its fires: 


: I blush, to tee the human MIND, 
| F or 1 - EN chin + dedign', 


| Reverv'd in manner, where unknown; 
Alittle ossTixaTE, Iown, 


And apt to form opinion: 


Vet Envy never broke my rest, 5 
: Nor could 8 U-INT'AREST bow my breast 


To FoLLY” 8 5 ba 50 dominion, 


1 
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No dy trappings I display; ; 

Nor meanly plain, nor idly gay; 
Yet sway'd by Fashion's rule: 

For SinGULARITY, we find, | 

Betrays, to ev'ry reas'ning mind, 

The PE DAN T, or the Fool. 


I fly the rich, the sordid crowd, 
The little great, the vulgar proud, 
Sh The ignorant and base: 
To Sons of GExNlius homage pay, 
And own their sov'reign right to sway, 
LokDs of the Human Rack! 


When Corcound tell me e I'm DIVINE, 


I plainly see the weak design, 5 

And mock a tale so common : | 
| Howe” er the flatt'ring strain may flow, 
Moy: FAULTS, alas! too plainly Show | 
Im but a MORTAL Woman. | 


” Such! is my PoxTRAIT; now believe 
; My pencil never can deceive, 
And know me what I paint : 


Taught in Arrlicriox' 8 rigid school, 5 


I act from PRINCIPLE, not RULE; | 


No Sinn kf yet xo SAINT, 1 
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Now contemplate a picture true; 
With xINDN ESS ev'ry VIRTUE view; 
And all that's WRON G explore : 

If vou the brightest tints defend, 
The darkest shades I'll TR to mend; 
The wis EST CAN NO MORE! 
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Page 37, line 7, for 1I L, read 11 Ls. | 

54, line 19, for ſtrain, read TRAIN. | | og P 
55, line 2, for Motal, read Mox TAL. | 

64, line 16, for ſteels, read sTEALS. 

69, line 4, for yield, read yields. 

74, line 10, for faſcinating, read FASCINATED. 

76, line 14, for oblivious, read OBLIVION 's. 

709, line 13, for in, read wiTH ; and, for weſt, read Cxx EST. 

87, line 10, for Theſe, read THOSE. | | 

100, line 195 for ny read INe 
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